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Di un laude virum Muſa vetat mori. -Hor. 
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Such were the notes thy once-lov'd Poet ſung, 
Till Death untimely ſtopp'd his tuneful tongue. 
Oh! juſt beheld and loſt! admir'd and maurn'd! 
With orten manners, gentleſt arts, adorn'd ! 
Bleſs'd in each ſcience ! bleſs d in ev'ry ſtrain! 
Tear to the Muſe, to Harley dear---in vain! 

For him thou oft hait bid the world attend, 
Fond to forget tre Stateſman in the Friend 

Abſent or dead, ft ill let a friend be dear, 
in me abſent claims, the dead a tear;) 
Kecn'! Me nights that Clos'd thy toilfome days, 
Sl hear tay Farnell in his living lays.---- 


, Pepe to Lord Oxford. 
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Charm'd with a zeal the Maker's praiſe to ſhow, 

Bright Gift of Verſe deſcend ! and here below 

My raviſh'd heart with rais'd aifettion fill, 

And warbling o'er the foul incline my will. 

Among thy pomp let rich-Expreffion wait, 

Let ranging Numbers form thy irain complete. 

And when thy feet with gliding beauty tread, 

Let Fancy's flow'ry ſpring ere its head 
My call js favour'd. Time, from firit to laſt, 

Unwinds his years; the preſent ſees the paſt; 

I view the Circles as he turns them o'er, 

And fix my footiteps where le went before. 


Gift of Poetry. 
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THE LIFE OP 
DR. THOMAS PARNELL. 


Fox what is known of the life of Parnell, the world is indebted to 
Dr. Goldſmith; and thoſe who conſider the candour and ability of the 
biographer, wi'! regret his want of materials for the completion of his 
undertaking; as he acknowledges he was under a neceſſity of taking the 
character of Dr. Parnell from ſuch as knew but little of him, or who, 
perhaps, could have given very litile information, it they had known 
more. 

The circumſtances dated in theſe memoirs will, therefore, of courſe, 
be chiefly taken from the account of Goldſmith, a plan profeſſedly 
adopted by Dr. Johnſon, wi:o paſſes the greateſt eulozium on that much 
admired writer, in the following lines, which precede his Life of Dr, 
Parnell. 

« The life of Dr, Parnell is a taſk which I ſhould very willingly de- 
cline, fince it has been lately written by Goldſmith; a man of ſuch 
variety of powers, and ſuch felicity of performance, that he always 
ſeemed to do that beſt which he was doing; a man who had the art of 
being minute, without tecgouſnels; and general, without confuſion; 
whole language was copious, without exuberance; exact, without con- 
ſtraint; and eaſy, withont weakneſs, 

„What ſuch an author has told, who would tell again? I have made 
an abſtract from his larger narrative; and have this gratification from 
my attempt, that it gives me an opportunity of paying due tribute to 
the memory of Goldſmith.“ : 

Thomas Parnell was deſcended from an ancient family, that had for 
ſome centuries been ſettled at Congleton, in Cheſhire. His father, who 
had been attached to the Commonwealth party, upon the Reftoration 
went over to Ireland, and purchaſed eſtates there, which, together with 
his pofſeſions in Cheſhire, deſcended to our Pest; upon which Gold- 
ſmith remarks, that, for this cauic, Want, which has compelled many 
of our greateſt men into the ſervice of the Muſes, had no influence 
upon Parnell; he was a poet by inclination.“ 

Parnell was born in Dublin in 1679; and, after the uſual education at 
a grammar ſchool, admitted into Trinity College at the age of thirteen; 
from which it may be inferred, that he had made a great progreſs in 
learning; as they are much ſtricter in their examination for entrance 
there than either at Oxford or Cauibridge. 

His progreſs (fays Goldſmith) through the college courſe of ſtudy 
was probably marked with but little ſplendour; his imagination might 
have been too warm to reliſh the cold logic of Bugerſdicius; or the dreary 
ſubtleties of Smiglefins; but it is certain, that, as a claſſical ſcholar, . 
few could equal him. His own compoſitions ſhew this; and the deference 
which the moſt eminent men of his time paid him upon that head, put 
it beyond a doubt. 

In 1700 he took the degree of Mater of Arts, and was in the ſame 
year ordained a Deacon, having obtained adiſpenſation from the Primate, 
as being under twenty-three years of age. About three years after he 
was admitted into Prieſt's orders; and in 1705 preferred to the Arch- 
&2aconry of Clogher. About the ſame time, alſo, he married Miſs Anne 
Minchin, an amiable lady, by whom he had two ſons, who died young, 
and a daughter, who long ſurvived him. 

His happy diſpoſition tor ſociety procured him the friendſhip of per- 

ef every rank and party, as appears from the extenſiveneſs of his 
A connections, 
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vi LITT OF PARNELL, 

connections, even before he made any figure in the literary world. 
Great contentions prevailed at tnat time between the Whigs and Tories. 
At the head of one party were Addiſon, Steele, and Congreve; at that 
of the other, Pope, Swift, and Arbuthnot. ** Parnell (ſays Gold!mith) 
was a friend to both fides; and, with a liberality becoming a ſcholar, 
ſcorned ali thoſe triff ing diſtinctions, that are noiſy for the time, and ri- 
diculous to poſterity,” 

At the end of Queen Anne's reign, however, at the diſmiſſion of the 
Whig Miniftry, he” attached himſelf to the Tory party, not without 
much cenſure from his friends in Ireland, who imputed his deſertion to 
the influence of Swift, by whom he was introduced to Harley, Earl of 
Oxford. When his Lordſhip was told that Dr. Parnrell waited among 
the crowd in the outer room, he went, at the inftance of Switt, with his 
treaſurer's ſtaff in his hand, to enquire for him, and bid him welcome ; 
and afterwards admitted him among the number of his mot intimate 
friends, as may be inferred from the following lines in Fope's Dedi- 
Cation; 

For him thou oft haſt bid the world attend, 
Fond to forget the ffateſman in the friend. 
For Swift and him de ſpis'd the farce of tate, 
The ſuber follies of the wiſe and great; 
Dext'rous the craving, fawning crowd to quit, 
And pleas'd to *ſcape from flattery to wit. 


His wit, pleaſantry, and claſſical erndition, procured him admiſſton 
into the ſociety called the Scribblerus Club, foi med by Pope, Gay, Ar- 
buthnot, Swift, and Jervas. It is probable the club began with Parnell ; 
for it is not mentioned during his intimacy with Additon, Steele, and 
Congreve, previous to his connettton with the Tory miniftry, Few 
ſocictics have been productive of a greater variety of trolics and whimfi- 
cal conceits, among which the following circumfance, related by Gold- 
ſmith, we apprehend, will not be diſpleafing to our readers. 

©« The Scribblerus Club, when the members were in town, were ſeldom 
aſunder; they often made excurſions together into the country, and 
generally on foot. Swift was uſually the buit of the company; and if a 
trick was played, he was always the ſufferer, The whole party once 
agreed io walk down to the houſe of Lord Bolingbroke, whoſe ſcat was 
about twelve miles from town. As every one agreed to make the beſt of 
his way, Switt, who was remarkable for walking, ſoon lett all the reſt 
behind him, fully refolved, upon bis arrival, to chuſe the very beſt bed 
for himſelf, for that was his cufom. In the mean time. Parnel! was 
determined to prevent his intentions; ard taking horie, arrived at Lord 
Bolingbroke's, by another way, long before him. Having appriſed his 
Lordſhip of Swift's defign, it was reſolved, at any rate, to keep him out 
of the houſe; but how to effect this was the quettion. Swift never had 
the ſma!l-pox, and was very much afraid of catching it: as ſoon, there. 
fore, as he appeared ftriding along at ſome dittance from the houſe, one 
of his Lordihip's ſervants was diſpatched to inform him, that the ſmall- 

x was then making great ravages in the family; but that there was a 
ummer-houſe, with a field-bed at his ſervice, at the end of the garden, 
There the diſappointed Dran was obliged to retite, ard take a cold 
ſupper, that was ſent out to him, while the red were teafting within. 
However, at laft, they took compaſtion on kim; and, upon his promt- 
ſing never to chuſe the bett bed again, they permitted him to make one 
of the company.” Upon this whimſical adventme, Goldſmith remarks, 
% there is ſomething fatisfattory in thoſe accounts of the foll.es of the 
wiſe, as they give a natural air to the picture, and recon:cite us to 
our own.” 

Theſe wits wrote many things in conjunction; and their cannection 


advanced the fame and intereſt of them all, They ſubmitted their pro- 
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LIFE OF PARNELL. \. 
auctions to the review of each other, and readily adopted alterations 
dictated by tate and judgment, unmixed with envy, or any finiter mo- 
tire. How long the fociety lated cannot be precitely determined, 
Having forme: ſich important connections as afforded every reaſonable 


© ground for expectation of high preferment in the church, Parnell p. 


lied himſelf to preaching, and diſpiayed his elocition with great ſucceſs 
in the pulpits af Londen z but the death of the Queen putting an end to 


his expectations, he abated his diligence. 


Amid theſe expectations he had the misfortune to loſe his wife. 
This event is ſuppoſed to have made an indelible impreſſion on his 


* ſpirits; and Pope repreſents him as falling from that time into intempe- 


rance of wine. This ſeems to be corroborated by Swift, in one of his 
journals to Stella, Where te ſays, **1 am heartily ſorry tor poor Mrs, 
Parnell's death; ſhe ſcemed to be an excellent good-natured young 
woman; and 1 believe the poor lad is much alicted: they appeared to 
live perfectly well together.” ; 

Goldſmith alſo obſerves, that, from the time of her death, he could 
never venture to court the Muſe in ſolitude, where he was ſure to find 
the image of her who inipired his attempts. He began, theretore, to 
throw himſelf into every company, and to ſcek from wine, if not relief, 
inſenfibility. Thoſe helps that forrow firſt called in for aſſid ance, habit 
ioon rendered neceflary ; and he died before his fortieth year, in ſome 
meaſure a martyr to conjugal fidelity.” ; | 

He was now to derive every future addition to his preferment from his 
perſonal intereſt with his private friends, Nor was he long unregarded 
for Swift warmly recommended him to Archbiſhop King, who gave 
him a prebend; and about three years after preſented him to the vicarage 
of Finglas, in the dioceſe of Uublin, worth 400l. a year. But his pro- 
ſperity did not laſt long; he enjoyed his preterment little more than a 

ear; for he had died at Cheſter, on his way to irela':d, in July, 1717, 
in the thirty-cighth year of his age; and was buried in Trinity church in 
that city, without any monument to mark the place of his interment, 
As he died without maie iffue, his eſtate devolved to his ouly nephew, 
dir John Parnell, Bart. whoſe father was younger brother to the Arch- 
deacon, and one of the Jugices of the King's Bench in Irelaid. He left 
many compoſitions behind him, of which Pope ſclected thote which he 
thought beſt, and publiſhed ther in one volume, with a dedication to the 
Earl of Oxford. | 

Such (ſays Goldſmith) is the very unpoetical detail of the life of a 
Poet. Some dates, and a few facts, ſcarce more intereſting than thoie 
that make the ornament of a country tomb bone, are all that remain of 
one whole labours now begin to excite curiofity, A poet, while living, 
is ſeldom an object ſufficiently great to attract much attention; his real 
merits are known but to a few, and theſe are generally ſparing in their 
praiſes. When his fame is encteaſed by time, it is then too late to in- 
veitigate the peculiarities of his diſpoſition; the dews of the morning are 
paſt, and we vainly try to continue the chaſe by the meridian ſplendour,” 

Parneli was a man of very agreeable manners. His converſation is 
ſaid to have been extremely pleaſing; but in what its peculiar excellence 
conſiſted is now unknown. He was reſpected by the world as a man af 
ſuperior endowments. To talents, learning, and virtue, were joined a 
competent eſtate, and conſiderable preferments in the church. Though 
Not a very great economiſt, he was by no means ſo profuſe as to have 
materially reduced his fortune. Goldſmith ſays, “he was the moſt ca- 
paole man in the world to make the happineis of thoſe he converied 
with, and the leaf able to ſecure his own, He wanted that evenneſs of 
diſpoſition which bears ditappointment without phlegm, and joy with 
indifference, He was ever very much elated, or deprefled; and his 
whole life was ſpent in agony or rapture, But tbe turbulence — the te 
paſſions 
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VIII LIFE OF PARNELL, 
paſſions only affected himſelf, and never thoſe about him, He knew the 
ridicule of his own character, and very effectually raiſed the mirth of his 
companions as well at his vexations as at his triumphs. Indeed, he took 
care that his friends ſhonld always fee him to the beſt advantage; for 
when he found his fits of ſpleen and uneaſineſs, Which ſometimes laſted 
for weeks together, returning, he betook himſelf with all expedition to 
the remote parts of Ireland, and there made out a gloomy kind of ſatis- 
faction, in giving hideous deſcriptions of the ſolitude to which he re- 
tired. It is ſaid (continues Goldimith) of a famous painter, that, being 
confined in priſon for debt, his whole delight conſiſted in drawing the 
faces of his creditors in caricature. It was juſt ſo with Parnell. From 
many of his unpubliched pieces, which I have ſeen, and from others that 
have appeared, it would ſcem, that icarce a bog in his neighbourhood 
was left without reproach, and icarce a mountain reared its head unſung.” 
« I can eafily, (ſays Pope, in one of his letters in anſwer to a dreary 
deſcription of Parnelbs,) I can eaſily image to my thoughts the ſolitary 
hours of your eremetical life in the mountains, from ſomething parallel 
to it in my own retirement.” And in another place, ** We are both 
miſerably enough fituatcd, God knows; but, of the two evils, I think 
— ſolitudes of the South are to be preferred to the ſolitudes of the 

eſt,” 

In this manner Pope anſwered him in the tone of his own complaints; 
and theſe deſcriptions of the imagined diſtreſſes of his fituation ſerved to 
give him a temporary relief, as they threw off the blame from himſelf, 
and laid upon fortune and accident, a wretchedneſs of his own creating. 
But theſe dreary repreſentations diſguſted his friends in Ireland, who did 
not care to confeſs themſelves his fellow ſufferers; ſo that he received 
many mortifications, upon that account, among them: for being natu- 
rally fond of company, he could not endure to be without even theirs, 
which, however, among his Engliſh friends, he pretended to deſpiſe. In 
fact, his conduct, in this particular, cannot be commended; for it ſeems 
he had either loſt the art to engage, or did not employ his ſkill in ſe- 
curing thoſe more permanent, though more humble, connections; and 
ſacrificed, for a month or two in England, a whole year's happineſs by 
his country fire-ſide, 

However, what he permitted the world to ſec of his life, was elegant 
and ſplendid. His fortune (for a poet) was very conſiderable; and it 
may eaſily be ſuppoſed he lived to the very extent of it. As ſoon as ever 
he had collected his annual revenues, he immediately ſet out for Eng- 
land, to enjoy the company of his deareſt friends, and laugh at the more 
prudent part of the world, that were minding bufinets, and gaining 
money. The friends to whom, during the latter part of his life, he was 
_ attached, were the members of the Scribblerus Club, before men- 

Among theſe he was particularly happy; his mind was entirely 
at eaſe, and gave looſe to every harmleſs folly that came uppermoſt, 
« Indeed it was a ſociety, (ſays Goldſmith,) in which, of all others, a 
wiſe man might be mot fooliſh, without incurring any danger of con- 
tempt.” Perhaps the reader may be gratificd in ſeeing a letter to him 
from a part of this junto, as there is ſomething ttriking even in the levi- 
ties of genius. It comes from Gay, Jervas, Arbuthnot, and Pope, aflem- 
bled at a chop-houſe near the Exchange, and is as follows. 


„My dear Sir, 


4 1 was laſt ſummer in Devonſhire, and am this winter at Mrs. Bonyer's. 
In the ſummer I wrote a Yoem, and inthe winter I have publiſhed it, Which 
I have fent to you by Dr. Elwood. In the ſummer I cat two diſhes of toad- 
ſtools of my own gathering, inſtead of muſhrooms 5; and in the winter I have 
been ſick with wine, as I am at this time, bleſled be God for it, as I muſt blets 
God for all things. In the ſummer I ſpoke truth to damſels; in the winter L 
told lies to ladies, Now you know where I haye been, and what 1 * _ 


* 
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an tell you what I ipteud to do the enſuing ſummer. I propoſe to do the 
« thing 1 did laſt, which was to meet you in any part of Evugland you would 
oint. Don't let me bave two diſappointments. I have longed to hear from 
u, and to that intent have teazed you with three or four letters; but having 
anſwer, I feared both yours and my letters might have miſcar jed. I hope 
performance will pleaſe the Dean, whom I often wiſh for, and to whom [ 
duſd haye often wrote, but for the ſame reaſon I netzlected writing to you. 
>ne I need not tell _—_ I love N how — — de to hear 
Which, next to ſeciug you, wou the greateſt ſatisfaction to 
S 8 « Your moſt affectionate friend and 
„% Humble fervant, 
11 J: WB.” 
« pear Mr. Archdeaton, - 
Though my proportion of this epiftle ſhould be but a ſketch in miniature, 
I take up half this page, having paid my club with this good company, botn 
our dinner of chops and for this paper. The poets will give you lively de- 
iptions in their way z I ſhall only acquaint you with that which is directly 
y province. I have fu {et the laſt hand to a couplet, for ſo I may cail tao 
mphs in one piece. They are Pope's favourites; and though few, you will 
befs, muff have coſt me more pains than any nymphs can be worth. Ke has 
en ſo unreaſunable to expect that I ſhould have made them as beautiful upon 
nvas as he has done upon paper. If this fame Mr. P ſhould omit to 
ite for the dear Frogs and the Pervigilium, I muft intreat you not to let me 
nguiſh for thera, as I have done ever fince they croſſed the ſeas. I am going 
> at the old rate, and want you and the Dean prodigiouſly; am in hopes of 
aking you a viſit this ſummæ, and of hearing from you both now you are 
ether. Forteſcue, I am ſure, will de concerned that he is not in Curnhill, 
ſet his hand to theie preſents, not only as a witneſs, but as 
« Seryiteur tres humble 
„% C. JERVAS.” 


<< It is ſo great an honour to a poor Scotchman to be remembered at this 
me a day, etpecially by an inhabitant of the Glactolis Jerne, that I take it very 
rauh, and have with my good friends, remembered you at our table in the 
pp-houſe in Exchange-Alley. There wanted nothing to complete our happi- 
fs but your company, and our dear friend the Nean's. I am ture the whole 
ertainment would have been to his reliſh. Gay has got ſo much money by his 
Art of walking the streets, that he is ready to ſet up his equipage: he is 
ﬀ going to the Bank to negociate ſome exchange bills. Mr. Pore delays the 
ond volume of his Homer till the martial ſririt of the rebels is quite queRec 
being judged that the fir# part did ſome harm that way. Our love again 
in to the dear Dean, uu Troges. I can ſay uo more. 

« ARBUTHNOT.” 


©« When a man is conſcious that he does no good himſelf, the next thing is 
d cauſe others to do ſome. I may claim fome merit this way, in haftering 
is teſtimonial from your friends above writing: their love to you, indeed, 
ants no ſpur, their ink wants no ren, their pen wants. no hand, their hand 
ants no heart, and fo forth, (after the manner of Rabelais, which is betwixt 
dme meaning and no meaning z] and yet it may be faid, when preſent thought 
d opportunity is wanting, their pens want ink, their hands want pers, their 
parts want hands, &c. till time, place, and conveniency, concur to fet them 
writing; as at preſent, a ſociable meeting, a good dinner, warm fire, and an 

y ſituation do, to the point labours and pleaſures of this epiſtle; whercin if 1 
ould fay nothing, I ſhould fay much, (much being included in my love;) 
ough my love be ſuch, that if I ſhould fay much, I ſhould yet fay nothing, 
being (as Cowley ſays) equally impoſſible either to conceal or expreis it. 

* If I were to tell you the t ing I wiſk above all things, it is to ſee you again; 
e next is to ſee here your treatiſe of Zoflus, with the Batrachomuomachi 
d the Pervigilium Feneris : they are mafter-pieces in ſeveral kinds; and I que 
on not the proſe is 25 Excellent in its fort as the Eflay on Homer. Nothing 
an be mort glorious to that great author, than that the ſame hand that raiſed 
8 laſt fatue, and decked it with itz old laurels, ſhould alſo hang up the ſcare- 
Ow of his miſerable critic, and gibbet up the carcaſe of Zoilus, to the terror 
the witlings of poſterity. More, and much more, upon this, and a thouſand 
her ſubjects, will be the matter of my next letter, wherein I muft open all 
de friend to you. At this time I muſt be content with telling you, I am faiths 
A jour mot affeRiouatcy ad 

„ Humble fervant, 


& A. POPE.” 


e 
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Goldſmith obſerves, that if we regard this letter with a critical eye, 
we thal! find it indifferent enough; if we confider it as a mere effufion of 
friendihip, in which every writer contended in affection, it will appear 
much to the honour of thoſe: who wrote it. To be mindful of an abſent 
friend in the honrs of mirth and feaiting, when his company is leat 
wanted, thews no ſlight degree of fancerity ; yet probably there was fill 
another motive for writing thus to him in conjunction. The above 
named, together with Swift and Parnell, had ſome time before formed 
themſelves into the Scribblerus Club, and I ſhould ſuppoſe they comme. 
morated him thus as being an abſent member. It is pat a doubt, that 
they wrote many things in conjunction, and Gay uſually held the pen, 
And * I don't remember any productions which were the Joint efforts of 
this tociety as doing it honour, There is ſomething feeble and quaint in 
all their attempts, as if company repreſſed thought, and genius wanted 
ſolitude for its boldeſt and happieft exertions. Of theſe productions in 
which Parnell had a principal ſhare, that of the Origin of the Sciences 


from the Monkies in Ethiopia is particularly mentioned by Pope himſels, * 


in ſome manuſcript anecdotes he left behind him.“ 
Pope was not only exceſſively fond of Parnell's company, but likewiſe 
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under ſeveral literary obligations to bim for his aſſiſtance in the Tranſla- 1 


_ of Homer, as appears by the following extract from one of his 
etters. 


My buſineſs (ſays Pope) depends entirely upon you. The moment 
1 loft you, Euſtathius, with nine thouſand contrattions of the Greek 


character, aroſe to my view. Spendanus with all his auxiliaries, in 471 


' number a thouſand pages, (value three ſhillings,) and Dacier's three { 


volumes; Barnes's two; Valterie's three; Cuperus, half in Greek; Led 5 
Allatius, three parts in Greek; Scaliger, Macrobius, and, worſe than i 


all, Aulus Gellius. All theſe ruſhed upon my ſoul at once, and whelmed 
me under a fit of the head-ach. I curſed them all religiouſly, damned 
my den friends among the ref, and even blaſphemed Homer himſelf, 
Dear Sir, not only as you are a friend, and a good-natured man, but as 
ou are a Chriſtian and a Divine, come back ſpeedily, and prevent the 
creaſe of my ſins; for at the rate I have begun to rave, I ſhall not 
only damn all poets and commentators who have gone before me, bat be 
damned myſelf by ali that come after me. In ſhort, come down forthwith, 
or give me good reaſons for delaying, though but for a day or two, by the 
next poſt, If I find them juſt, 1 will come up to you; though you know 
how precious my time is at preſent, My hours were never worth ſo 
much money before.“ i 
Gay was obliged to Parnell on another account; for being 2 
poor, he was not above receiving from him the copy-money which he 
ot for his writings. From all theſe teſtimonies we may conclude, that 
arnell merited the character of an agrecable, a generous. and a fin- 
cere man. 
Our Author, as Goldſmith obſerves, is only to be conſidered as 2 
Poet, as his proſaic writings were never held in general eſtimation. The 
life of Homer, prefixed to the tranſlation of the Iliad, was written by him, 
and corrected by Pope; and, as that great man aſſures us, in the ſame 
place, this correction was not effected without great labour, It is ſtill 
Riff, (ſays he,) and was written Rill ſtiffer. As it is, I verily think, it coſt 
me more pains in correcting, than the writing it would have done.“ 
Goldſmith gives credit to this obſervation of Pope, and juitifies his (ome 


* 


® It may eaſily be perceived, from this, that Parnell was not a little neceſ- 
fary to Pope in conducting his tranſlation z however, he has worded it ſo ambi- 
guouſly, that it is impoſſible to bring the charge directly againſt him. 
+ Pope, in a letter to Parnell, defires to know 2 what terms he is to dea 
with the bookſeller reſpectint the ſale of two of his works, and whether he 
deſigned the co2y-money for Gay, as he had mentioned on à fortaer occaſion. 


LIFE OF PARNELL, Xi 


/ remarking, that * thing of Parnell's, that has appeared in proſe, 
ffuſion of ritten in a very awkward, inelegant manner. He admits that his 
appear WWroduttions teem with imagination, and ſhew great learning, while they 
In abſent ant that eaſe and ſweetneſs for which his poetry is ſo much admired: 


y is leat ad the language is alſo moſt ſhamefully incortect. Yet, though all this 
was til! ay de allowed, Pope ſhould have taken care not to leave his errors 
e above pon record againſt him, or put it in the power of envy to tax his friend 
formed ith faults that do not appear in what he has left to the world, A poet 
comme. as a right to expect the lame ſecrecy in his friend as in his confeſſor; 
bt, that de 3 be diſcovers are not divulged for punithment, but pardon, In- 
the pen, eed, Pope is almoſt inexcuſable in this inftance, as what he ſeems to 
forts of oademn in one place he very much applauds in another. In one of the 
uaint in titers from him to Parnell, he treats the Life of Homer with much 
| wanted rreater reſpect; and ſeems to ſay, that the proſe is excellent in its kind. 
tions in Vho then can defend his candour or his fincerity ? 
Sciences When Doctor Johnſon has given his opinion of Goldſmith in the ner- 
himſels, Nous language we have cited in the introductory part of theſe memoirs, 
nd corroborated the ſame, by obſerving, that, of Parneli's compoſitions, 
likewiſe elected by Pope, and dedicated to the Earl ot Oxford, „ Goldimith has 
Tranſla. ien an opinion, and his criticiſm is feidom ſafe to contradia,” we 
> of his ouch the higheſt authority for laying it before our readers in his own 
xpreſs words. | 
moment & The univerſal eſteem (ſays Goldſmith) in which his Poems are held, 
Greek Wand the reiterated pleaſure they give in the peruſal, are a ſutficient teſt of 
ries, in their merit. He appears to me to be the laſt of the great ſchool that had 
s three modelled itſelf upon the ancients, and taught Englith poetry to reſemble 
k; Leo 11 hat the | aye of mankind have allowed to excel. A ſtudious and 
ſe than MKecorreR oblerver of antiquity, he ſets himſelf to confider nature with the 
'helmed ights it lent him; and he tound that the more aid he borrowed from the 
damned ne, the more delightfully he reſembled the other. To copy nature is a 
himſelf, Walk the mot bungling workman 13 able to execute; to ſelect ſuch parts 
but as contribute to delight, is reſerved only for thoſe whom accident has 
ent the leſſed with uncommon talents, or ſuch as have read the ancients with 
hall not indefatigable induſtry. Parnell is very happy in the ſelection of his 
bat be images, and ſcrupulouſly careful in the choice of his ſubjects. His pro- 
thwith, ductions bear no reſemblance to thoſe tawdry things which it has for tome 
by the time been the faſhion to admire; in writing which the poet fits down 
u know without any plan; and heaps up ſplendid images without any ſelection; 
orth ſo where the reader grows dizzy with praiſe and admiration, and yet ſoon 
grows weary, he can ſcarce tell why. Our Poet, on the contrary, gives 
always out his beauties with a more ſparing hand; he is fill carrying his reader 
nich he forward, and juſt gives him refrethment ſufficient to ſupport him to his 
e, that journey's end. At the end of his courſe, the reader regrets that his wa 
d a fin- has been ſo ſhort; he wonders that it gave him ſo little trouble, and ſo 
reſolves to go over the journey again. 
d as 2 His poetical language is not leſs correct than his ſubjefs are plea- 
n. The ling. He found it at that period in which it was brought to its pitch of 
dy him, reinementz.and ever fince his time it has been gradually debating. It 
e ſame 15, indeed, amazing, after what has been done by Dryden, Addiſon, and 
t is ſtill Pope, to improve and harmonize our native tongue, that their ſucceſſors 
| it coſt ſhould have taken ſo much pains to involve it in priftine barbarity. Theſe 
done.“ miſguided innovators have not been content with reſtoring antiquated words 
opinion and phraſes, but have indulged themſelves in the moſt licentious tranſpok- 
by tions and the harſhen conſtructions, vainly imagining that the more their 
writings are unlike proſe, the more they reſemble poetry. They have 
e neceſ- adopted a language of their own, and call upon mankind for admiration. 
0 ambi- All thoſe who do not underftand them are ſiſent; and thoſe who make out 
26a their meaning, are willing to praiſe, to ſhew they underſtand. From 


ther he ele follies and affectations the Pocms of Parnell ate enurely free 4 he 
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þ LIT OF TAN NEIL. 
has conſidered the language of poetry as the language of life, and cor, 
veys the warmeſt thought in the fimpleſt expreſſion. | 

* Of Parneil's collection, ſelected by Pope, tome are indifferent, an 
ſome moderately good; but the greater part ate excellent. Some ſtric. 
tures on the moſt ftriking ſhall conclude this account, 

* Heſrod, or the Riſe of Woman, is à very fine illugration of a hin 
from Hethod, It was one ot his carlieſt productions, and firſt appeared i: 
a niiiceilany, publiſhed by Tonfon, 1 

Of the three Songs that follow, two of them were written upon the Y | 


lady he afterwards married: they were the genuine dictates of his paſſion, 
but are not exc-llent in their kind, 3% 

© The Anacreontic, beginning with When ſpring came on with freſh delich:, 
is taken trom a French Poet, whoſe name 1 torget; and, as far as 1 an 
able to judge of the French language, is better than the original. The 
Anacreontic that follows, Gay Bacchus, &c. is alto a tranſlation of x 
Latin poem by Aurelius Augurellus, an Italian poct. Parrell, when be 
ti anſlated it, applied the characters to ſoine of his friends; and as it wa 
written tor their entertainment, it probably has given them more ples 
ſure than it has given the public in the peruſal. It feems to have more Wi 
ſpirit than the original; but it is extraordinary that it was publiſhed a; ai 
an original, and not as a tranſlation. Pope, as he knew it, ſhould have 
acknowledged it. 

„The Fair) Tale is inconteftably one of the fineſt pieces in any lan. 
guage. The old dialeà is not pertedly preterved, but that is a very 
light defect where al: the reſt is fo excelent. \ 

Ahe Perrigilium Yeneris (which, by the bye, does not belong to Ca. 
tullus) is very well verſified; and in generai all Parnell's tranſlations are 
excellent. The Batile of the Fregs and Mice is done as well as the ſubjed Wl 
would admit; but there is a detect in the traiiſlation, which finks it be- 
low the original, and which it is impoſſible to remedy. I mean the 
names of the combatants, which in the Greek bear a ridiculons alluſin Wi 
to their natures, but have no force to the Engliſh reader. A bacon-cater il 
was a good name for a inouſe; and Pternotractas, in Greek, was a very 
good founding word, that conveyed that meaning. Puff-cheek would 


hus dees admi- 
tabiy well in the original. 

© The epiſtle to Mr. Pope is one of the ſineſt compliments that ever 
was paid to any poet; the deſcription of his fituation at the end of it 
is very fine, but very far from being true. Mr. Coote, a gentleman in 
his neighbourhood, who thought that he himſelt had wit, was very much 
diſpleaſed with Parnell for caſting his eyes ſo far off for a learned friend, 
when he could fo conveniently be ſupphed at home. 

The tranſlation of a part of the Rape of the Lock into monkiſh 
verſe, ſerves to ihew what a maſter Parnell was of the Latin; a copy of 
verſcs made in this manner, is one of the mom difficult trifies than can 
poſſibly be imagincd, I am affured that it was written upon the follow. 
mg occaſion. Before the Rape of the Lock was yet completgd, Pope 
was reading it to his friend Swift, who ſat very attentively, While Par- 
nell, who happened to be in the houſe, went in and out, without ſecm- 
ing to take any notice, However, he was very diligently employed in 
liftening; and was able, from the itrength of his memory, to bring away 
the Whole deſcription of the toilet pretty exadly. This he verfified in 
the manner now publiſhed in his works ; and the next day, when Pope 
was reading his poem to ſome friends, Parnell ir. fit. d that he bad ſtolen 
that part of the deſcription from an old monkiſh manuſcript. An o 
paper, with the Latin verſes, was ſoon brought forth; and it was pot 
till after ſome time that Pope was de.ivered from the confuſion it ful 
produc. d., : 6+ Toe 
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tound odiouſly as a name for a frog; and yet Pny 


LIFE OF PARN ZLI. X11 
«The Boot Worm is another acknowledged tranſlation from a Latin 
oem by Beza. It was the faſhion with the wits of the laſt age to con- 
al the places from whence they took their hints or their ſubjects. A 
ifling acknowledgment would have made that lawful prize which may 
ow may be conſide red as plunder. 
« The Night Piece on Death deſerves every praiſe; and I thould ſup- 
WS oſe, with very little amendment, might be made to ſurpaſs all thoſe 
apon the! Pigut-pieces and church-yard pieces that have ſince appeared, 
; paſſion But the Poem of Parnell's bet known, and on which his beſt repu- 
don is erounded, is the Hermit. Pope, ſpeaking of this, in thoſe ma- 
Þ delicts Wu icripr anecdotes already mentioned, ſays, that the poem is very 
r a5 1 ½ od. That the poem was written originally in Spaniſh, whence proba- 
al The i Howcl! had tranſlated it into proſe, and inferred it in one of his 
fon of « tters. Addiſon liked the ſcheme, and was not difinclined to come into 
when he t. However this may be, Dr. Henry Moore, in his Dialogue, has the 
as it was ey ſame (tory; and I have been intormed by tome, that it is originally 
ore ples f Arabian invention.“ LES . 
ve — Dr. Jonnſon thus briefly comments on the criticiſm of Goidſmith, 
iſhed 2; He beitows (ſays the Doctor) juſt praile upon the Riſe of Woman, the 
uld have ciry Tale, and the Pervigilium YVeneris ; and nas very properly remarked, 
g hat, in the Battle of Mice and Frogs, the Greek names have not in Engliſh 
heir original effect. He tells us that the Brek-worm is borrowed from 
Beka; but he ſhould have added, with modern applications: and when 
e d11covers that Gay Bacchus is tranſlated from Aug urellius, he ought to 
ave remarked, that the latter part is purely Pa-nell's. Another poem, 
Then ſpring came on, is, he ſays, taken from the French. I would add, 
What ti deicription of Barrenneis, in his verſes to Pope, was borrowed 
rom Secundus but lately ſearching for the paſſage, which I had formerly 
ad, I could not find it. The Night Piece en Death is indirectty preferred 
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allume Coldſmith to Gray's Church-Yard ; but, in my opinion, Gray has the 
-0n-cater vantage in dignity, variety, and originality of ſentiment. He obſerves, 
5 a verrll hat the tory ot the Hermit is in Moore's Dialogue and Howell's Let- 
k SY ers, and ſuppoſes it to have been originally Arabian. 
s admi. „ Goldſmith has not taken any notice of the Flegy to the old Beauty, 
hich is perhaps the meanen, nor of the Allecory on Man, the happieſt, 
hat ever df Parnell's peiormances. The hint of the Hymn to Contentment 1 luſpect 
nd of it to have been borrowed from Cleveland.” 


The peneral character of Parneli is not great for extent of compte- 
henfion, or fertility of mind. His praiſe muſt be derived from the eaſy 
weetne(s of his dition: in his verſes there is more happineſs than 
pains: he is ſpritely without effect; and always delights, though he 
ne.er raviſhes: every thing is proper, yet every thing ſ-ems caſual. 
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| _ t there is tome Appearance of elaboration in the Hermit, the narrative, as 
hog eos ts leis airy, is leis pleaſing. Of his other compotitivns it is 1mpoſiible 
follow. 0 ay, wheier they are the productions of nature ſo excellent as not to 


d, Pope at the help of art, or of art ſo refined as to iclemble nature. 
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LITE OF PARNELL, 
has conſidered the language of poetry as the language of life, and cor, 
veys the warmeft thought in the fimpleſt expreſſion. 

* Of Parnell's collection, ſelected by Pope, tome are indifferent, ar 
ſome moderately good; but the greater part ate excellent. Some ftric. 
tures on the moſt Kriking ſhall conclude this account. 


* Heſiod, or the Riſe of Woman, is a very fine illugration of a hint S 


from Hefhod, It was one of his carlieft productions, and firſt appeared it 
a miſceilany, publithed by Tonſon. 


of the three Songs that follow, two of them were written upon wel 


lady he afterwards married: they were the genuine dictates of his paſſion, 


but are not excellent in their kind. 


I} 
© The Anacreontic, beginning with When ſpring came on with freſh delight, 1 


v8 


is taken trom a French Poet, whoſe name 1 torget; and, as tar as 1 an 


able to judge of the French language, is better than the original. The 
Anacreontic that follows, Gay Bacchus, &c. is alto a tran{lation of : 
Latin poem by Aurelius Augurellus, an Italian poct. Parrell, when he 
ti anſlated it, applied the characters to ſoine of his friends; and as it was 
written tor their entertainment, it probably has given them more plex 
ſure than it has given the public in the perutul. It feems to have more] 
ſpirit than the original; but it is extraordinary that it was publiſhed az 
an original, and not as a tranſlation. Pope, as he knew it, ſhould have 
acknowledged it. 

„The Fair) Tale is inconteftably one of the fineft pieces in any lan. 


guage. The old dialeA is not pertectly preferved, but that is a very 


flight defect where al: the reft is fo excelent, 


« The P-rvigilium Veneris (which, by the bye, does not belong to Ca- 6 


tullas) is very well verſified; and in general all Parnell's tranſlations are 
excellent. The Battle of the Fregs and Mice is done as well as the ſubje& 
would admit; but there is a detect in the traiiſlation,. which finks it be. 
low the original, and which it is impoſſible to remedy. I mean the} 
names of the combatants, which in the Greek bear a ridiculous alluſion 
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to their natures, but have no force to the Engliſh reader. A bacon-cater | 
was a good name for a inouſe; and Pternotractas, in Greek, was a very 8 


good founding word, that conveyed that meaning, Puff-cheek would 
1ound odiouſly as a name for a frog; and yet Phy hus dees admi - 
rabiy well in the original, 

© The epiftle to Mr. Pope is one of the fineſt compliments that ever 
was paid to any poet; the deſcription of his ſituation at the end of it 
is very fine, but very far from being true, Mr. Coote, a gentleman in 
his neighbourhood, who thought that he himſelt had wit, was very much 
diſpleaſed with Parnell for caſting his eyes ſo far off for a learned friend, 
when he could fo conveniently be ſupphed at home. 

«< The tranſlation of a part of the Rape of the Lock into monkiſh 
verſe, ſerves to ſhe what a maſter Parnell was of the Latin; 2 copy of 
verſes made in this manner, is one of the mor difficult trifies than can 

offibly be imagincd, I am aſſured that it was written upon the follow- 
ing occaſion. Before the Rape of the Lock was yet completgd, Pope 
was reading it to his friend Swift, who ſat very attentively, white Par- 
nell, who happened to be in the houſe, went in ard out, without feem- 
ing to take any notice. However, he was very dil:gently employed in 
lifening; and was able, from the &trength of his memory, to bring away 
the Whole deſcription of the toilet pretty exactly. This he verfified in 
the manner now publithed in his works; and the next day, when Pope 
was reading his poem to ſome friends, Parnell in fiſted that he bad ſtolen 
that part of the deſcription from an old monkiſh manuſcript. An od 
paper, with the Latin verſes, was ſoon brought forth; and it was 70t 
till after {ome time that Pope was de.ivered from the confuſion it ful 
produc.d, | 6 Tus 
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«The Book Horm is another acknowledged tranſlation from a Latin 
dem by Beza. It was the faſhion with the wits of the laſt aye to con- 
al the places from whence they took their hints or their ſuvjeQts. A 

rifling acknowledgment would have made that lawful prize which may 
Sow may be conſidered as plunder. ; 
« The Night Piece on Death deſerves every praiſe; and I ſhould ſup- 
ode, with very little amendment, might be made to ſurpaſs all thoſe 
egdt-picces and church-yard pieces that have ſince appeared. 


—_ ide de But the Poem of Parnell's beft known, and on which his beſt repu- 

paiſior, ation is grounded, is the Hermit. Pope, ſpeaking of this, in thoſe ma- 
h delick: aicript anecdotes already mentioned, ſays, that the m is very 
ar as 1 an bod. That the poem was written originally in Spaniſh, whence proba- 


ly Howell had tranſlated it into proſe, and inferred it in one of his 
tters. Addiſon liked the ſcheme, and was not difinclined-to come into 
t, However this may be, Dr. Henry Moore, in his Dialogue, has the 
:ry ſame ſtor y; and I have been informed by tome, that it is originally 
f Arabian invention.“ 95 ; 

Dr. Joanſon thus briefly comments on the criticiſm of Goldſmith. 
Hie beitows (ſays the Doctor) ju praile upon the Riſe of Woman, the 
ciry Tale, and the Pervigilum Veneris and nas very properly remarked, 
hat, in the Battle of Mice and Frogs, the Greek names have not in Engliſh 
heir original effect. He tells us that the Brek-worm is borrowed from 
Beka; but he ſhould have added, with modern applications: and when 
e d11covers that Gay Bacchus is tranſlated from Augurelius, he ought to 
ave remarked, that the latter part is purely Pa nell's. Another poem, 
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3 c hen ſpring came on, is, he ſays, taken from the French. 1 would add, 
by ſabieal What t:.- deicription of Barrennets, in his verſes to Pope, was borrowed 
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mean the h could not find it. The Night Piece en Death is indirectiy 22 
s alluſin . Goldſmith to Gray's Church-Yard ; but, in my opinion, Gray has the 
con-cater vantage in dignity, variety, and originality of ſentiment. He obſerves, 
18 —— che tory of the Hermit is in Moore's Dialogue and Howell's Let- 
ek — ers, and ſuppoſes it to have been originally Arabian. 
es admi „ Gold{mith has not taken any notice of the Elegy to the eld Beauty, 
i» hich is perhaps the meanen, nor of the Allecory on Man, the happieſt, 
df Parnell's pejormances. The hint of the Hymn to Contentment 1 tuſpect 


* o have been borrowed from Cleveland.” 
leman in The peneral character of Parneli is not great for extent of compre- 
ry much nenſfion, or fertility of mind. His praiſe muſt be derived from the eaſy 


weetneſs of his dition: in his verſcs there is more happineſs than 
pains: he is ſpritely without effect; and always delights, though he 
ne-er raviſhes: every thing is proper, yet every thing ſgems caſual. 
t there is tome appearance of elaboration in the Hermit, che narrative, as 
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0 ay, wheier they are the productions of nature ſo excellent as not to 
ant the help of art, or of art ſo refined as to iclemble nature. 
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Sept. 25, 1721. 


TO THE RIGHT KONOURABLE 


ROBERT, 
EARL CF OXFORD AND EARL MORTIMER. 


UCH were the notes thy once-lov'd Poet ſuns, 
Till Death untimely Rtopp'd his tuneful tongue, 
Oh ! ju beheld and lot! admir'd and tnourn'd ! 
With ſofteſt manners, gentieft arts, adorn'd! 
Bleſs'd in each ſcience! bleis'd in cv'ry train! 
Dear to the Mule, to Harley dear---in vain! * 
For him thou oft haſt bid the world attend, 
Fond to forget the ſtateſman in the friend; 
For Swift and him deſpis'd the farce of itate, 
The ſober follies of the wile and great 
D-xt'rous the craving fawning crowd to quit, 
And pleas'd to 'icape from Flattery to Wit, 
Ahſent or dead, till let a friend be dear, 
(A ſigh the abſent claims, the dead a tear, 
Recall thoſe nights that clos d thy toilſome days, 
Still hear thy Parnell in his living lays; 
Who carelets now of inCret, fame, or fate, 
Perhaps forgets that Oxford e'er was great; 
Or deeming meaneſt what we greateſt call, 
Reholds thee glorious only in tuy fall. 
And ſure if aught below the feats divine 
Can touch immortals, 'tis a ſoul like chine; 
A ſoui ſupreme, in each hard inſtance try'd, 
Above all pain, 2il paſſion, and all pride, 
The rage of pow'r, the blaſt of public breath, 
The luſt of lucre, and the dread of death. 
In vain to delerts thy retreat is made, 
The Maſe attends thee to thy ſilent ſhade: 
'1'is her's the brave man's lateit feps to trace, 
Rejudze his acts, ard dignify diſgrace. 
When Int'reit calls off all her ſncaking train, 
And al! the oblig'd deſert, and all the vain, 
She waits or to the ſcaffold or the cell, 
When the laſt tinv'ring friend has bid farewell: 
F'en now the ſhades thy ev'ning walk with bays, 
{No hireling ſhe. no proſtitute to praiſe) 
E'en now, obſervant of the parting ray, 
Eyes the calm ſun-ſet of thy various day, 
Through Fortune's cloud one truly great can ſee, 
Nor fears to tell that Mortimer is he. 


A. POPE, 


ANACREONTICS. 


ANAcREZON TI I, 


W HEN ſpring came on with freſh delight, 
To cheer the ſoul and charm the ſight, 
While eaſy breezes, ſofter rain, 
LAnd warmer funs, falute the plain, 
Twas then, in yonder piny grove, 5 
That Nature went to mect with Love. | 

Green was her robe, and green her wreath, 

Where'er ſhe trod *twas green beneath; 

Where'er ſhe turn'd the pulſes beat 

With new recruits of genial heat; 10 
And in her train the birds appear, 

= To match for all the coming year. 
Rais'd on a bank, where daifies grew, 
And vi'lets intermix'd a blue, 

She finds the boy ſhe went to find; 

A thoutand Pleaſures wait behind; 

Aſide a thouſand arrows lie, 

But all unfeather'd wait to fly. 

When they met, the dame and boy, 
Dancing Graces, idle Joy, 20 
Wanton Smiles, and airy Play, 

Conſpir'd to make the ſcene be gay; 

Love pair'd the birds through all the grove, 

And Nature bid them ſing to Love 

Sitting, hopping, flutt'ring, fing, 25 
Ard pay their tribute from the wing, 

To fledge the ſhafts that idly lie, 

And yet unfeather'd wait to fly. 

Tis thus, when ſpring reuews the blood, | 
They meet in ev'ry trembling wood, a 
And thrice they make the plumes agree, 

And every dart they mount with three, 
And ev'ry dart can boaſt a kind, 
Which ſuits each proper turn of mind. 
. B 2 a 
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16 PARNELL's POEMS. 
From the tow'ring eagle's plume 
The gen' rous hearts accept their doom; 
Shot by the peacock's painted eye, 
The vain and airy lovers die: 
For careful dames and frugal men 
The ſhafts are ſpeckled by the hen. 
The pyes and parrots deck the darts 
When prattling wins the panting hearts; 
When from the voice the paſſions ſpring, 
The warbling finch affords a wing : 
Together by the ſparrow ſtung, 
Down fall the wanton and the young; 
And fledg'd by geeſe the weapons fly, 
When others love—they know not why. 
All this (as late I chanc'd to rove) 
I learn'd in yonder waving grove. 
« And ſce, ſays Love, (who call'd me near,) 
« How much I deal with Nature here, 
«© How both ſupport a proper part; 
« She gives the teather, I the dart: 
& Then ceaſe for ſouls averſe to ſigh; 
« It Nature croſs ye, ſo do I; 
«© My weapon there unſeather'd flies, 
& And ſhakes and ſhuffles through the ſkies : 
« But if the mutual charms I find 
« By which ſhe links you mind to mind, 
„They wing my ſhafts, I poize the darts, 
« And ſtrike from both through both your hearts.“ 62 


ANACREONT1c II. 


AY Bacchus, liking Eſtcourt's wine, 
A noble meal beſpoke us, 
And for the gueſts that were to dine 
Brought Comus, Love, and Jocus. 


The god near Cupid drew his chair, 
Near Comus Jocus plac'd, 
For wine makes love forget its care, 


And mirth exalts a feaſt. 


1 -ANACREONTICS. 17 
. Phe more to pleaſe the ſprightly god, 

ach ſweet engaging Grace . 10 
Nut on ſome clothes to come abroad, 


Ind took a waiter's place. 


© 
- 2 


40 ö 


356 


hen Cupid nam'd at every glaſs 

lady of the ſky, 

hile Bacchus ſwore he'd drink the laſs, 15 
Aud had it bumper high. 

45 4 at Comus toſs'd his brimmers o'er, 

7 nd always got the moſt; 

ocus took care to fill him more, 

165 hene er he miſs'd the toaſt, 20 


50% 2 hey call'd and drank at every touch; 
4 e fill'd and drank again 
2 if the gods can take too much, 
Tis ſaid they did ſo then. 


35 1 Gay Bacchus little Cupid ſtung, 1 
/ reck'ning his deceits; 
F; And Cupid mock*d his ſtamm'ring tongue 
[With all his ſtagg”ring gaits: 


60 And Jocus droll'd on Comus? ways, 

And tales without a jeſt, | 30 
b2 BW While Comus call'd his witty plays 

E But waggerics at beſt. 


Such talk ſoon ſet em all at odds; 

: _ had I Homer's pen, 
d ing ye how they drunk like gods, 35 
And how they fought like men. 


To part the fray the Graces fly, 
5 Wo make em ſoon agree; 
= Ny, had the Furies' {elves been nigh, 
They {till were three to three. 40 
B 3 | 
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Bacchus appeas'd,. rais*'d Cupid up, 
And gave him back his bow; 

But kept ſome darts to ſtir the cup 
Where ſack and ſugar flow. 


Jocus took Comus' reſy crown, 

And gaily wore the prize, 

And thrice in mirth he puſh'd him down, 
As thrice he ſtrove to rite, 


Then Cupid ſought the myrtle grove 
Where Venus did recline, 

And Venus cloſe embracing Love, 
They join'd to rail at wine. 


And Comus, loudly curſing wit, 
Roll'd off to {ome retreat, 

Where boon companions gravely fit 
In fat unwieldy ſtate. 


Bacchus and Jocus, ſtill behind, 
For one freſh glals prepare: 

They kiſs, and are exceeding kind, 
And vow to be ſincere. 


But part in time whoever hear 

This our inſtructive long; 

For though ſuch friendſhips may be dear, 
They can't continue long. 


ECLOGUES. 
— — 
1 HEALTH, AN ECLOGUE, 
Nov early ſhepberds o'er the meadow paſs, 
And print long footſteps in the glitt'ring graſs ; 
re cows neglectful of their paſture ſtand, 
By turns obſequions to the milker's hand. 
= When Damon ſoftly trod the ſhaven Jawn, 5 
Pa non, a youth from city cares withdrawn; 
Long was the pleaſing walk hewander'd through, 
cover'd arbour clos'd the diſtant view 
"WWF bcre relts the youth, and, while the feather'd throng 
WR aile their wild muſic, thus contrives a ſong. 10 
Here wafted o'er by mild Eteſian air, 
158 hou country goddeis, beauteous Health! repair; 
Urre let my breaſt thro” quiv'ring trees inhale 
ue ſroly bleſſings with the morning gale. 
bat are the fields, or flow'rs, or all I ſee? T5 
IS"! taiteleſs all, if not enjoy'd with thee. 
joy to my Soul! I feel the goddeſs nigh, 
Joie face of Nature cheers as well as I; 
Ver the flat green retreſhing breezes run, 
e ſmiling daiſies blow beneath the ſun, 20 
he brooks run purling down with filver waves, 
"he planted lanes rejoice with dancing leaves, 
he chirping birds from all the compals ove, 
o terapt the tuneful echoes of the grove ; 
High funny ſummits, deeply ſhaded dalcs, 25 
"tick motſy banks, and flow'ry winding vales, 
ith various proſpect gratity the fight, 
Ind ſcatter fix'd attention in delight. 
Come, country Goddeſs! come; nor thou ſuffice, 
ut bring thy mountain-fiſter Exerciſe. 20 
d by thy lively voice the turns her pace, 
ler winding horn proclaims the finiſn'd chace; 
de mounts the rocks, ſhe ikims the level plain; 
ogs, hawks, and horics, crowd her early train; 
=P: hardy face repels the tanning wind, 35 
ad lines and meſhes looſely float behind: 
BS || thele as means of toil the feeble ſee, 
Mat thele are helps to pleaſure join'd with thee, 
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20 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
Let Sloth lie ſoft'ning till high noon in down, 

Or lolling fan her in the ſultry town, 

Unnery'd with reſt, and turn her own diſeaſe, * 

Or foſter others in luxurious eaſe : 

T mount the courier, call the deep-mouth'd hounds, 

The fox unkennell'd flies to covert grounds; 1 

I lead where ſtags thro' tangled thickets tread, 45 4 

And ſhake the ſaplings with their branching head; 

I make the talcons wing their airy way, 

And loar to ſeize, or ſtooping ſtrike, their prey 

To ſnare the fiſh I fix the luring bait; ; 

To wound the fowl I load the gun with fate, 08 

*Tis thus thro' change of exerciſe I range, 1 

And ſtrength and pleaſure riſe from ev'ry change. 

Here, bcauteous Health! for all the year remain, 

When the next comes, I'll charm thee thus again. 
Oh come, thou Goddeſs of my rural ſong ! 9 

And bring thy daughter, calm Content, along; 

Dame of the ruddy cheek and laughing eye, 

From whole bright preſence clouds of ſorrow fly: 

For her I mow my walks, I plat my bow'rs, 7 

Clip low my hedges, and ſupport my flow'rs; Co 

To welcome her this ſummer- teat I dreſt, bo. 

And here I court her when ſhe comes to reſt ; 

When ſhe from exerciſe to learned eaſe 

Shall change again, and teach the change to pleaſe. 
Now friends converſing my ſoft hours refine, 6; 

And Tully's Tuſculum revives in mine: 

Now to grave books I bid the mind retreat, 

And ſuch'as make me rather good than great; 

Or o'er the works of eaſy Fancy rove, 

Where flutes and innocence amuſe the grove : 70 

The native bard that on Sicilian plains 

Firſt ſung the lowly manners of the twains, 

Or Maro's Mute, that in the faireſt light 

Paints rural proſpe&s and the charms of fight ; 

Theſe ſoft amuſements bring content along, 75 

And fancy, void of ſorrow, turns to ſong. 

Here, beautcous Health! for all the year remain, 

When the next comes, I'll charm thee thus again. 75 


ky 
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ws THE FLIES, AN ECLOGUE. 


4 * 

4 XxX 7HEN in the river cows for coolneſs ſtand, 
XY And ſheep for breezes ſeck the lofty land, 
© youth (whom Æſop taught that ev'ry tree, 
Ich bird and inſect, ſpoke as well as he) 
Walk'd calmly mvling in a ſhaded way, 5 
+5 Where flow'ring hawthorn broke the {ſunny ray, 
ad thus inſtructs his moral pen to draw 
ſcene that obvious in the field he ſaw. 
Near a low ditch, where ſhallow waters meet, 
hich never learn'd to glide with liquid teet, 10 
»0 Whoſe Naiads never prattle as they play, 
St, ſcreen'd with hedges, flumber out the day, 
pere ſtands a ſlender tern's aſpiring ſhade, 
Whoſe anſw'ring branches regularly laid 
Et forth their anſw'ring boughs, and proudly riſe 15 
-5 Free ſtories upward in the nether ſkies. 
* or ſhelter here, to ſhun the noon- day heat, 
airy nation of the ſlies retreat; 
ee in ſoft air their ſilken pinions ply, 

ſome from bough to bough delighted fly; 20 
60 eriſe, and circling light to perch again, 
Mpleaſing murmur hums along the plain. 
when a ſtage invites to pageant ſhows, 
great and ſmall are like) appear the beaux; 
boxes ſome with ſpruce pretenſion fit, 25 
e change from ſeat to ſeat within the pit, 
ie roam the ſcenes, or, turning, ceaſe to roam; 
luding muſic fills the lofty dome. 
When thus a Fly (if what a Fly can ſay 
ſerves attention) rais'd the rural lay: 30 
« When late Amintor made a nymph a bride, 
Joyful I flew by young Favonia's fide, 
Who, mindleſs of the feaſting, went to ſip 
The balmy pleafure of the ſhepherd's lip : 
I ſaw the wanton, where I ſtoop'd to ſup, 35 
And halt reſolv'd to drown me in the cup, 
Till, bruſh'd by careleſs hands, ſhe ſoar'd ahoves 
Crale, Beauty! ceale to vex a tender love.“ 
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22 PARNELL'S POEMS, TH 
Thus ends the youth, the buzzing meadow rung, 
And thus the rival of his mulic {ung : 4 
« When ſuns by thouſands ſhone in orbs of dew, 
« I, wafted ſoft, with Zephyretta flew, 
& Saw the clean pail, and ſought the milky cheer, 
« While little Daphne ſeiz'd my roving dear. þ 
% Wretch that I was! I might have warn'd the dame 
& Yet ſat indulging as the danger came; 
«« But the kind huntreſs left her free to ſoar : S 
e Ah! guard, ye Lovers! guard a miſtreſs more.“ 
Thus from the fern, whole bigh- projecting arms 
The fleeting nation bent with duiky ſwarms, «Yi 
The ſwains their love in eaſy muſic breathe, 2 
When tongues and tumult ſtun the field heneath: 
Black ants in teams come dark'ning all the road, 
Some call to march, and ſome to lift the load; * 
They ſtrain, they labour with inceſſant pains, 99 
Preſs' d by the cumbrous weight of fingle grains. 
The Flies, ſtruck ſilent, gaze with wonder down; 
The buſy burghers reach their earthy town, 
Where lay the burthens of a wint'ry ſtore, 
And thence unwearied part in ſearch of more : 
Yet one grave ſage a moment's ſpace attends, 
And the ſmall city's loft ieſt point aſcends, 
Wipes the ſalt dew that trickles down his face, 
And thus harangues them with the graveſt grace: 
« Ye fooliſh Nurſlings of the ſummer air! 65 
© Thete gentle tunes and whining ſongs forbear; 
« Your trees and whiſp'ring breeze, your grove at 
«© Your Cupid's quiver, and his mother's dove: [lort 
Let bards to buſineſs bend their vigorous wing, 
« And ſing but ſeldom, if they love to ſing; 
« Elſe when the flow'rets of the ſeaſon fail, 
% And this your ferny ſhade forſakes the vale, 
«© 'Tho' one would fave ye, not one grain of wheat 
c“ Should pay ſuch ſongſters idling at my gate.“ 
He ceas'd : the Flies, incorrigibly vain, 
Heard the May'r's ſpeech, and fell to ſing again. 7 
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SONGS. 


Sons I. 
x 7 HEN thy beauty appears 


4 In its graces and airs, 

+! bright as an angel new dropt from the {ky, 

= diſtance I gaze, and am aw'd by my tears, 
ſtrangely you dazzle my eye! 5 
Wt when without art 

ur kind thoughts you impart, 

hen your love runs in bluſhes thro every vein ; 
Fuen it darts from your eyes, when it pants in your 
Nen I know you're a woman again. heart, 


97 here's a paſſion and pride 11 
n our ſex (ſhe reply'd) 
And thus (might I gratify both) I would do: 
3 Still an angel appear to each lover beſide, 
7 ut ſtill be a woman to you," 


2 
© So II. 


"* HYRSIS, a youth and am'rous ſwain, 
A Saw two, the beauties of the plain, 
1 ſho both his heart ſubdue; 
ay Cælia's eyes were dazzling fair, 
bina's ealy ſhape and air 
ith ſofter magic drew. 
e haunts the ſtream, he haunts the grove, 
ves in a fond romance of love, 
nd ſeems tor each to die; 
ill each a little ſpiteful grown, 
abina Cælia's ſhape ran down, 
nd the Sabina's eye. 


heir envy made the ſhepherd find 

hoſe eyes which love could only blind, 
d ſet the lover free: 

o more he haunts the grove or ſtream, 
r with a true- love knot and name 
ngraves a wounded tree. 


PARNELL'S POFMS, 
oc | Ab, Czlia! (ſly Sabina cry'd) 
«« Tho' neither love, we're both deny d; 

«© Now to ſupport the ſex's pride, 

« Let either fix the dart.“ 

% Poor Girl! (lays Czlia) ſay no more; 

«« For ſhould the ſwain but one adore, 

« That ſpite which broke his chains before 
„ Would break the other's heart. 


So III. 
MY day days link been ſo wondrous free, 
The little birds, that fly 


With careleſs eaſe from tree to tree, 
Were but as bleſt as I. 


Aſk gliding waters if a tear 
Of mine increas'd their ſtream ? 
Or alk the flying gales if &er E 
I lent one ſigh to them? 11 


But now my former days retire, 
And I'm by beauty caught; 


The render chains of (ſweet deſire 


Are fix'd upon my thought. 


Ye Nightingales! ye twiſting Pines! 
Ye Swains that haunt the grove! 2D 
Ye gentle Echoes! breezy Winds! 

Ye cloſe Retreats of Love! 
With all of nature, all of art, . 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign; 


O teach a young unpractis'd heart | 
To make my Nancy mine. | 


The very thought of change I hate 
As much as of deſpair, 

Nor ever covet to be great, 

Unlels it be tor her. 


"Tis true the paſſion in my mind 10 
Is mix d with fott diſtreſs, 

Yet while the fair I love is kind, 

I cannot wiſh it leis. 10 


— 


HYMNS. 


A HYMN TO CONTENTMENT. 


OVELY, laſting peace of mind! 

Sweet delight of humankind ! 
© cav'nly born, and bred on high, 
Yo crown the fav'rites of the (ky 
Poith more of happineſs below 
han victors in a triumph know! 
hither, O whither art thou fled, 
Vo lay thy meek contented head! 
hat happy region doſt thou pleaſe 
o make the ſeat of calms and eaſe ? 10 
Ambition ſearches all its ſphere _ 
Df pomp and ſtate to meet thee there; 
creaſing Avarice would find 
hy prelence in its gold enſhrin'd, 

he bold advent'rer ploughs his way 15 
RF hr” rocks, amid the foaming ſea, 

Vo gain thy love, and then perceives 

J hou wert not in the rocks and waves, 
The ſilent heart, which grief aſſails, 
reads ſoft and loneſome o'er the vales, 20 
ces daifies open, rivers run, 
And ſeeks (as I have vainly done) 
\muſing thought, but learns to know 
hat ſolitude's the nurſe of woe. 
o real happineſs is found 25 
n trailing purple o'er the ground; 
Dr in a ſoul exalted high, 
Lo range the circuit of the ſky; 
-onverle with ſtars above, and know 
All Nature in its forms below; 39 
he reſt it ſeeks in ſeeking dies, 
and doubts at Jaſt for knowledge riſe. 
Lovely, laſting Peace! appear 
his world itlelf, if thou art here, 
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Is once again with Eden bleſt, 
And man contains it in his breaſt, 

*T'was thus, as under ſhade I ſtood, 

T ſung my wiſhes to the wood, 
And, loſt in thought, no more perceiv'd 
The branches whilper as they wav'd: 
It ſeem'd as all the quiet place 
Conteſs'd the preſence of the Grace: 
When thus ſhe ſpoke—** Go rule thy will, 
% Bid thy wild paſſions all be (till; * 
«Know God—and bring thy heart to know a: 
| The joys which from religion flow; 
N « Then ev'ry Grace ſhall prove its gueſt, 
| 


& And L' be there to crown the reit.“ 
Oh!] by yonder moſſy ſeat, 
In my hours of ſweet retreat, 
Might I thus my ſoul employ 
With ſenſe of gratitude and joy 
Rais'd, as ancient prophets were, 
In heav'nly viſion, praiſe, and pray'r, 
Pleaſing all men, hurting none, 
Pleas'd and bleſs'd with God alone; 
Then while the gardens take my ſight 
With all the colours of delight, 
While ſilver waters glide along, i232 
To pleaſe my ear and court my ſong, 60 
I'Il lift my voice and tune my ſtring, 
And thee, great Source of Nature! ſing. 
The ſun that walks his airy way 
To light the world and give the day, 
The moon that ſhines with borrow'd light, 
The ſtars that gild the gloomy night, 
| The ſeas that roll unnumber'd waves, 
| The wood that ſpreads its ſhady leaves, 
The field whole cars conceal the grain, 
The yellow treaſure of the plain; 
All of theſe, and all I fee, 
Should be ſung, and ſung by me; 
= They ſpeak their Maker as they can, 
| But want and aſk the tongue of man. 
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| HYMNS, 
Go ſearch among your idle dreams, 
our buſy or your van extremes, 
And find a life of equal bliſs, 

Pr own the next begun in this, 

- 2 
co 
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A HYMN FOR MORNING. 


EE the ſtar that leads the day, - 
© Riſing ſhoots a golden ray, 
o make the ſhades of darkneſs go 
From heav*n above and earth below, 
And warn us early with the fight 
o leave the beds of ſilent night, 
WF rom an heart ſincere and ſound, 
WF rom its very deepeſt ground, 
zo end Devotion up on high, 
2 ing'd with heat, to reach the ſky, 
ee the time fon ſleep has run, 
ice before or with the fun, 
iſt thine hands, and humbly pray 

be Fountain of eternal day, 
hat as the light ſerenely fair 
$9 lluſtrates all the tracts of air, 
be ſacred Spirit ſo may reſt 
With quick'ning beams upon thy breaſt, 
60 and kindly clean it all within 
From darker blemiſhes of fin, 
And ſhine with grace, until we view 
he realm it gilds with glory too. 
Pee the day that dawns in air, 
Brings along its toil and care, 
From the lap of Night it ſprings 
With heaps of bus'neſs on its wings; 
Prepare to meet them in a mind 
hat bows ſubmiſſively reſign'd, 
That would to works appointed fall, 
And knows that God has order'd all. 
And whether with a ſmall repaſt 
e break the ſober morning faſt, 
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28 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
Or in our thoughts and houſes lay 
The future methods of the day, 

Or early walk abroad to meet 

Our bus'nels, with induſtrious feet, 
Whate'er we think, whate'er we do, 
His glory ſtill be kept in view. 

O Gaver of eternal bliſs ! 

Heay*nly Father! grant me this, 
Grant it all as well as me, 

All whoſe hearts are fix*d on thee, 
Who revere thy Son above, 

Who thy ſacred Spirit love. 


A HYMN FOR NOON, 


"PHE un is ſwiftly mounted high, 
It glitters in the ſouthern (ky, 

Its beams with force and glory beat, 7 

And fruitful earth is fill'd with heat. 

Father! alſo with thy fire 

Warm the cold, the dead defire, 

And make the ſacred love of thee 

With my ſoul a ſun to me: 

Let it ſhine ſo fairly bright, 

That nothing elſe be took for light, 

The worldly charms be ſeen to fade, 

And in its luſtre find a ſhade : 

Let it ſtrongly ſhine within, 

'To ſcatter all the clouds of fin, 

That drive when guſts of paſſion riſe, 

And intercept it from our eyes: 

Let its glory more than vie 

With the ſun that lights the {ky : 

Let it ſwiftly mount in air, 

Mount with that, and leave it there, 

And ſoar with more aſpiring flight 

To realms of everlaſting light. 

Thus, while here I'm forc'd to be, 

I daily wiſh to live with thee, 


57 


40 


20 


HYMNS, 
feel that union which thy love 
W ill, after death, complete above. 
amy ſoul I ſend my pray'r, 
55 eat Creator! bow thine ear; 
on, for whoſe propitious tway 
e world was taught to ſee the day, 
Ino ſpake the word, and earth begun, 
id ſhew'd its beauties in the fun, 
ith pleaſure I thy creatures view, 
id would with good affection too, 
pod affection ſweetly free, 
doſe from them, and move to thee: 
teach me due returns to give, 
Jud to thy glory let me live! 
Jud then my days ſhall ſhine the more, 


paſs more bleſſed than before. 


A HYMN FOR EVENING, 
HE beam-repelling miſts ariſe, 
« 3h And ev*ning ſpreads obſcurer ſkies ; 
ST he twilight will the night forerun, 
Ind night itſelf be ſoon begun. 
pon thy knees devoutly bow, 
uc pray the Lord of glory now 
1088 0 fill thy breaſt, or deadly fin 
lay cauſe a blinder night within, 
And whether pleaſing vapours riſe, 
WV hich gently dim the cloling eyes, 
Which make the weary members bleſt 
15 Vith ſweet refreſhment in their reſt, 
Dr whether ſpirits in the brain 
Piſpel their ſoft embrace again, 
And on my watchful bed I ſtay, 
orſook by ſleep, and waiting day 
be God for ever in my view, 
Hud never he forſake me too; 
Put (till as day concludes in night, 
Lo break again with new-born light, 
lis wondrous bounty let me find 
ta ſtill a more enlighten'd mind. 
C 3 
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30 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
When grace and love in one agree, 
Grace from God, and love from me, 
Grace that will from heav'n inſpire, 
Love that ſeals it in deſire, 

Grace and love that mingle beams, 
And fill me with — 2 flames. 
Thou that haſt thy palace far 

Above the moon and every ſtar, 
Thou that fitteſt on a throne *, 5 

To which the night was never «xnown, 
Regard my voice, and make me bleſt, 
By kindly granting its requeſt. 

If thoughts on thee my ſoul employ, 
My darkneſs will afford me joy, 

Till thou ſhalt call, and 1 ſhall ſoar, 
And part with darkneſs evermore, 
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EPISTLES. 


| TO MR. POPE. 

WTO praiſe, yet {till with due ref, ect to praiſe, 

52 A bard triumphant in immortal bays ; 

ie learn'd to ſhow, the ſenſible commend, 
Wt (till preſerve the province of the friend; 
hat life, what vig , mult the lines require? 5 
What muſic tune thei . what affection fire? 
WO might thy genius in my boſom ſhine! 
ou ſhouldit not fail of numbers worthy thine ; 
We brighteſt Ancients might at once agree 
Wo ſing within my lays, and ſing of thee. 10 
Horace himſelf would own thou doſt excel 
W candid arts to play the critic well ; 

Nic himſelf might wiſh to fing the dame 
hom Windſor- Foreſt ſees a gliding ſtream; 
=D filver feet, with annual oficr crown'd, 15 
runs for ever thro* poetic ground. 

io flame the glories of Belinda's hair! 
de by the Mule the envy of the fair; 

is ſhone the treſſes Egypt's princeſs wore, 
W hich iweet Callimachus ſo ſung before. 0 
Fre courtly trifles ſet the world at odds, 
Elles war with beaux, and whims defcend for gods. 
he new machines, in names of ridicule, 
ock the grave frenzy of the chemic tool : 

t know, ye Fair! a point conceal'd with art, 25 
he Sylphs and Gnomes are but a woman's heart: 
he Graces ſtand in fight; a Satyr train 
ep o'er their heads, and laugh behind the ſcene. 
In Fame's fair temple, o'er the boldeſt wits, 
ſhrin'd on high the ſacred Virgil fits, 30 
nd fits in meaſures, ſuch as Virgil's Muſe, 

d place thee near him, might be fond to chuſe: 
dw might he tune th' alternate reed with thee, 
rhaps a Strephon thou, a Daphnis he, 
hile ſome old Damon, o'er the vulgar wiſe, 35 
inks he deſerves, and thou deſerv'ſt the prize? 
pt with the thought, my fancy ſeeks the plains, 


ad turns me ſhepherd while I hear the ſtrains, 
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32 PARNELL's POEMS, 

Indulgent nurſe of ev'ry tender gale, 
Parent of flow'rets, old Arcadia! hail : 
Here in the cool my linibs at eaſe I ſpread, 
Here let thy poplars whiſper o'er my head; 
Still ſſide thy waters ſoft among the trees, 
| Thy aſpins quiver in a breathing breeze; 
| Smile all thy vallies in eternal ſpring z | 
| Be huſh'd, ye Winds! while Pope and Virgil ſing, 

In Engliſh lays, and all ſublimely great, 
Thy Homer warms with all his ancient heat; 
He ſhines in council, thunders in the fight, 
And flames with ev'ry ſenſe of great delight. 
Long has that poet reign'd, and long unknown, 
Like monarchs ſparkling on a diſtant throne z 
In all the majeſty of Greek retir'd, 
Himſelf unknown, his mighty name admir'd; 14 
His language failing wrapp'd him round with night | 
Thine, rais'd by thee, recalls the work to light. 
So wealthy mines, that ages long before * 
Fed the large realms around with golden ore, * 
When chok d by ſinking banks, no more appear, Wl 
And ſhepherds only lay, © The mines were here; 
Should ſome rich youth (if Nature warm his heart, 
And all his projects ſtand inform'd with art) 
Here clear the caves, their ope the leading vein, 
The mines detected flame with gold again. 

How vaſt, how copious, are thy new deſigns! ( 
How ev'ry mulic varies in thy lines! 
Still as I read I feel my boſom beat, 
And riſe in raptures by another's heat. 
Thus in the wood, when ſummer dreſs'd the days, 
When Windſor lent us tuneful hours of eaſe, 
Oar ears the lark, the thruſh, the turtle, bleſt, 
And Philomela tweeteſt o'er the reſt 
The ſhades reſound with ſong—O ſoftly tread! 
While a whole ſeaſon warbles round my head. 

This to my triend—and when a friend inſpires, 7 
My tilent harp its maker's hand requires, 
Shakes off the duſt, and makes theſe rocks reſound, 
For Fortune ;lac'd me in untertile ground, 
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oy | EPISTLES, 33 
om the joys that with my ſoul agree, 
W wit; from learning—far, oh far! from thee! 80 
moſs-grown trees expand the ſmalleſt leaf, 
& half an acre's corn is half a ſheat; 
$ hills with naked heads the tempeſt meet, 
s at their fide, and torrents at their feet, 
azy lakes, unconſcious of a flood, 85 
ſe dull brown Naiads ever ſleep in mud. 
et here Content can dwell, and learned Eaſe, 
iend delight me, and an author pleaſe; 
here I ſing, while Pope ſupplies the theme, 
my own love, tho? not increaſe his fame. 90 
TO DR. SWIFT, 

8 ON His BIRTH DAY, NOVEMBER zo, 1713. 

' by the warmth of Friendſhip's ſacred flame, 
But more by all the glories of thy fame; 

Wl thoſe offsprings of thy learned mind, 
agment ſolid, as in wit refin'd, 

wd I ſing. Though labouring up the way &5 
each my theme, O Swift, accept my lay. 

apt by 4 force of thought, and rais'd above, 
ough Contemplation's airy fields I rove; 
ere powerful Fancy purifies my eye, 
| lights the beauties of a brighter ſky ;; 10 
paints the meadows, bids green ſhades aſcend, 
ar rivers wind, and opening plains extend; 
n fills its landſcape through the varied parts 
th Virtues, Graces, Sciences, and Arts: 
erior Forms, of more than mortal air, Is 
e large than Mortals, more ſerenely fair. 
heſe two Chiefs, the guardians of thy name, 

ſpire to raiſe thee to the point of fame. 
Future Times, I heard the filver ſound! 
w the Graces form a circle round ! 20 
h, where ſhe fix'd, attentive ſeem'd to root, 
Hall, but Eloquence herſelf, was mute. 
igh o'er the 1eft I ſee the Goddets riſe, 
le to the breeze her upper garment flies : 
turns, within her eyes the Paſhons burn, 25 


d ſofter Paſſions languiſh in their turn: 
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34 PARNELL'S POEMS. 

Upon her tongue Perſuaſion or Command, 

And decent Action dwells upon her hand. - 
From out her breaſt ('twas there the treaſure lay 

She drew thy labours to the blaze of day; 

Then gaz'd, and read the charms ſhe could inſpire, 

And taught the liſtening audience to admire, 

How ſtrong thy flight, how large thy graſp of thou! 

How juſt thy ſchemes, how regularly wrought ; 

How ſure you wound when Ironies deride, 

Which muſt be ſeen, and feign to turn aſide. 

Twas thus exploring ſhe rejoic'd to ſee 

Her brighteſt features drawn ſo near by thee : 

Then here,“ ſhe cries, “ let future ages dwell, 

& And learn to copy, where they can't excel.“ 
She ſpake. Applauſe attended on the cloſe; 

Then Poely, her ſiſter- art, aroſe; 

Her fairer ſiſter, born in deeper eaſe, 

Not made ſo much for buſineſs, more to pleaſe. 

Upon her cheek fits Beauty, ever young; 

The ſou! of Muſic warbles on her tongue 

Bright in her eyes a pleating Ardour glows, 

And from her heart the ſweeteſt Temper flows : 

A laurel-wreath adorns her curls of hair, 

And binds their order to the dancing air: 

She ſhakes the colours of her radiant wing, 

And, from the Spheres, ſhe takes a pitch to ſing. 
Thrice happy Genius his, whoſe Works have hit 

'The lucky point of Bulineſs and of Wit. 

They ſeem like ſhowers, which April months prep 

To call their flowery glories up to air: 

The drops, deſcending, take the painted bow, 

And dreis with ſunſhine, while for good they flow, 

To me retiring oft, he finds relief 

In ſlowly-waſting care and biting grief: 

From me retreating oft, he gives to view 

What eaſes care and griet in others too. 

Ye fondly grave, be wiſe enough to know, 

« Life, ne'er unbent, were but a life of woe.“ 

Some, full in ſtretch for greatneſs, ſome for gain, 6 

On his own rack each puts bimſelt to pain. 


EPISTLES, 35 
gently ſteal you from your toils away, 

ere balmy winds with ſcents ambroſial play; 

dere, on the banks as cryſtal rivers flow, 

y teach immortal amaranths to grow: 70 
n, from the mild indulgence of the ſcene, 

tore your tempers ſtrong for toils again. 

dhe ceas'd. Soft muſic trembled in the wind, 

| ſweet delight diffus'd through every mind: 

e little Smiles, which ſtül the Goddeſs grace, 75 
rrtive aroſe, and ran from face to face. 

t chief (and in that place the Virtues bleſs) 

gentle band their eager joys exprels : 

re, Friendſhip aſks, and Love of Merit longs 

hear the Goddeſſes renew their ſongs ; 80 
re great Benevolence to Man is pleas'd ; 

eſe own their Swift, and grateful hear him prais'd. 
u gentle band, you well may bear your part, 

Wu reign Superior Graces in his heart. 

D Swift! it Fame be life, (as well we know 85 
at Bards and Heroes haye eſteem'd it ſo,) 

ou canſt not wholly die. Thy works will ſhine 
future times, and Life in Fame be thine. 


TO A YOUNG LADY, ON HER TRANSLATION OF THE 
STORY OF PHOEBUS AND DAPHNE, FROM OVID. 


Phoebus Wit (as Ovid ſaid) 
Enchanting Beauty woo'd 
Daphne Beauty coyly fled, 
bile vainly Wit purſu'd. 


t when you trace what Ovid writ, > 
diff "rent turn we view z 

auty no longer flies from Wit, 

flow. Nee both are join'd in you. 

pur lines the wondrous change impart 

dm whence our laurels {priug, 10 
numbers fram'd to pleaſe the heart, 

d merit what they ſing. 


thinks thy Poet's gentle ſhade 

wreath preſents to thee ; 

hat Daphne owes you as a maid, 

pays you as a tree. 16 


zan, ( 


— 
— 


— 


_— 
— — —-ꝛ—̃⸗ͥ —ę—e— 


— ů —ꝛ—— — 


— — — 


i. 


— —— — 


 MISCELLANIES. 


HESIOD : 
OR, THE RISE OF WOMAN. 


WHAT ancient times (thoſe times we fancy wil 
Have left on long record of Woman's riſe, 
What morals teach it, and what fables hide, 
What author wrote it, how that author dy'd, 
All theſe I fing. In Greece they fram'd the tale, 
(In Greece *twas thought a Woman might be trail, 
Ye modern Beauties! where the poet drew 
His lofteſt pencil, think he dream'd of you; 
And warn'd by him, ye wanton Pens! beware 
How Heav'n's concern'd to vindicate the fair. 
The caſe was Heſiod's; he the fable writ ; 
Some think with meaning, ſome with idle wit: 
Perhaps 'tis either, as the ladies pleaſe; 
I wave the contelt, and commence the lays. 
In days of yore (no matter where or when, 
*T was ere the low creation ſwarm'd with men,) 
That one Prometheus, ſprung of heav'nly birth, 
(Our author's ſong can witneſs,) liv'd on earth: 
He carv'd the turf to mould a manly frame, 
And ſtole from Jove his animating flame; 
The fly contrivance o'er Olympus ran, 
When thus the monarch of the ſtars began: 
Oh vers'd in arts! whoſe daring thoughts aſpin 
« To kindle clay with never-dying fire! 
« Enjoy thy glory paſt, that gift was thine ; 
«« The next thy creature meets be fairly mine : 
« And ſuch a gift, a vengeance ſo deſign'd, 
« As ſuits the counſel of a god to find ; 
A plealing boſom- cheat, a ſpecious ill, 
« Which felt they curſe, yet covet ſtill to feel.” 
He ſaid, and Vulcan ftraight the fire commands 
To temper mortar with ethereal hands ; 
In ſuch a ſhape to mould a riſing fair, 
As virgin-geddeſſes are proud to wear; 
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MISCELLANIES, 37 
o make her eyes with di'mond- water ſhine, 35 
nd form her organs for a voice divine, 
was thus the fire ordain'd ; the pow'r obey'd, 
nd work'd, and wonder'd at the work he made; 
he faireſt, ſofteſt, ſweeteſt, frame beneath, 
pw made to ſeem, now more than ſeem, to breathe! 
As Vulcan ends, the cheerful queen of charms 41 
aſp'd the new-panting creature in her arms 
om that embrace a fine complexion ſpread, 
here mingled whiteneſs glow'd with ſofter red; 
hen in a kiſs ſhe breath'd her various arts 45 


f trifling prettily with wounded hearts; 


mind for love, but ſtill a changing mind, 

he liſp affected, and the glance deſign'd; 

he ſweet confuſing bluſh, the ſecret wink; 

he gentle-ſwimming walk, the courteous fink; 50 
he ſtare for ſtrangeneſs fit, for {corn the frown, . 

dr decent yielding, looks declining down ; 

he practis'd languiſh, where well-feign'd defire 

ould own its melting in a mutual fire 

ay ſmiles to comfort, April ſhow'rs to move, 55 
nd all the nature, all the art, of love. 

Gold-ſceptred Juno next exalts the fair, 

r touch endows her with imperious air 

If-valuing Fancy, highly-creſted Pride, 

'ong ſov'reign will, and ſome defire to chide; 60 
dr which an eloquence that aims to vex, 

ith native tropes of anger arms the ſex. 

Minerva (ſkiiful goddeſs) train'd the maid 

o twirl the ſpindle by the twiſting thread, 

o fix the loom, inſtruct the reeds to part, 65 
ols the long weft, and cloſe the web with art 

n uſeful gift; but what profuſe expence, 
ſhat world of faſhions, took its ri'e from hence! 
Young Hermes next, a cloſe-co: ':.ving god, 

er brows encircled with his ſerpent rod; 70 
hen plots and fair excuſes fill'd her brain, 

ie views of breaking am'rous vows tor gain, 

he price of favours, the deſigning arts, 
hat aim at riches in contempt of hearts; 
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33 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
And for a comfort in the marriage life, 
The little pilf' ring temper of a wife. 

Full on the fair his beams Apollo flung, 
And fond perſuaſion tipp'd her ealy tongue; 
He gave her words where oily flatt'ry lays 
The pleaſing colour of the art of praiſe; 

And wit, to ſcandal exquiſitely prone, 
Which frets another's ſpleen to cure its own, 

Thoſe ſacred virgins whom the bards revere, 
Tun'd all her voice, and ſhed a ſweetneſs there, 
To make her ſenſe with double charms abound, i 
Or make her lively nonſenſe pleaſe by ſound. N 

To dreſs the maid, the decent Graces brouglit 
A robe in all the dies of beauty wrought, 

And plac'd their boxes o'er a rich brocade, 

Where pictur'd Loves on ev'ry cover play'd; 

'Then ſpread thoſe implements that Vulcan's art 
Had fram'd to merit Cytherea's heart; 

The wire to curl, the cloſe- indented comb, 

To call the locks that lightly wander home; 

And, chief, the mirror, where the raviſh'd maid « 
Beholds and loves her own reflected ſhade. 

Fair Flora lent her ftores, the purpled Hours 
Confin'd her treſſes with a wreath of flow'rs ; 
Within the wreath arole a radiant crown, 

A veil pellucid hung depending down; ut 
Back roll'd her azure veil with ſerpent fold, 

The purfled border deck'd the floor with gold. 
Her robe (which cloſely by the girdle brac'd 
Reveal'd the beauties of a {lender waiſt) 

Flow'd to the feet, to copy Venus? air, I 
When Venus? ſtatues have a robe to wear. 

The new- ſprung creature, finiſh'd thus for harms 
Adjuſts her habit, practiſes her charms, 

With bluſhes glows, or ſhines with lively ſmiles, 
Confirms her will, or recollects her wiles ; I 
Tnen conſcious of her worth, with eaſy pace 
Glides by the glaſs, and turning views her face, 

A finer flax than what they wrought before, 
Thro' Time's deep cave the Siſter Fates explore; 


MISCELLANIES., 39 
hen fix the loom, their fingers nimbly weave, 115 
nd thus their toil prophetic ſongs deceive. 

« Flow from the rock, my Flax! and ſwiftly flow, 
$ Purſue thy thread, the ſpindle runs below: 

A creature fond and changing, fair and vain, 

The creature Woman, rites now to reign : 120 
New beauty blooms, a beauty form'd to fly ; : 
New love begins, a love produc'd to die; 

New parts diſtreſs the troubled ſcenes of life, 

The fondling miſtreſs and the ruling wife. 
Men, born to labour, all with pains provide; 125 
Women have time to ſacrifice to pride; 

They want the care of man, their want they know, 
And drels to pleaſe with heart alluring ſhow; 

The ſhow prevailing, for the {way contend, 

And make a ſervant where they meet a friend. 130 
« Thus in a thouſand wax-erected forts 

A loitering race the paintul bee ſupports; 

From ſun to ſun, from bank to bank, he flies, 
With honey loads his bag, with wax his thighs 
Fly where he will, at home the race remain, 135 
Prune the filk dreis, and murm'ring eat the gain, 
« Yet here and there we grant a gentle bride, 

© Whoſe temper betters by the father's fide; 

© Unlike the reſt, that double human care, 

© Fond to relieve, or reſolute to ſhare : 140 
Happy the man whom thus his ſtars advance! 
The curſe 1s gen'ral, but the bleſſing chance.“ 
Thus ſung the Siſters, while the gods admire 

heir beauteous creature, made for man in ire; 

The young Pandora ſhe, whom all contend 145 
o make too pertect not to gain her end; 

hen bid the winds, that fly to breathe the ſpring, 
Return to bear her on a gentle wing: 

ith wafting airs the winds obſequious blow, 

And land the ſhining vengeance ſat'e below; 150 
\ golden coffer in her hand ſhe bore, 

The preſent treach'rous, but the bearer more,) 

| I'was fraught with pangs, for Jove ordain'd above 
hat gold thould aid and pangs attend on Love. 
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No care deſtroy*d, no ſick diſorder prey'd, 


40 PARNELL'S POEMS; 
Her gay deſcent the man perceiv'd afar, I; 
Wond'ring, he run to catch the falling ſtar ; 
But ſo ſurpris'd, as none but he can tell, 
Who lov'd ſo quickly, and who lov'd ſo well. 
O'er all his veins the wand'ring paſſion burns, 
He calls her Nymph, and ev'ry nymph by turns: 16 
Her form to lovely Venus? he prefers, 
Or ſwears that Venus? mult be ſuch as her's. 
She, proud to rule, yet ſtrangely tram'd to teize, 
Neglects his offers while her airs ſhe plays, | 
Shoots ſcornful glances from the bended frown, 168 
In briſk diſorder trips it up and down, | 
Then hums a careleſs tune to lay the ſtorm, 
Ard fits and bluſhes, ſmiles, and yields in form. | 
«« Now take, what Jove deſign'd (the foftly cry'dl 
This box thy portion, and myſelf thy bride.” 1 
Fir'd with the proſpect of the double charms, - | 
He ſnatch'd the box and bride with eager arms. 
Unhappy man! to whom fo bright ſhe ſhone, 
The fatal gift, her tempting ſelf, unknown ! 
The winds were filent, all the waves aſleep, 18 
And heav'n was trac'd upon the flattering deep 
But whilſt he looks, unmindful of a ſtorm, 
And thinks the water wears a ſtable form, 
What dreadſul din around his ears ſhall riſe! , 
What frowns confuſe his picture of the ſkies ! 117 
At firſt the creature Man was fram'd alone, 4 
Lord of himſelf, and all the world his own ; 
For him the Nymphs in green forſook the woods, 
For him the Nymphs in blue forſook the floods 4 
In vain the Satyrs rage, the Tritons rave, 18754 
They bore him heroes in the ſecret cave; f 


No bending age his ſprightly form decay'd; 

No wars were known, no temales heard to rage, 

And poets tell us *twas a Golden Age. 148 
When Woman came, thoſe ills the box confin'd 

Burtt furious out, and poiſfon'd all the wind; þ 

From point to point, from pole to pole, they flew, : 

Spread as they went, and in the progreſs grew; 


MISCELLANIES. 
e Nymphs regretting left the mortal race, 195 
nd alt'ring Nature wore a ſickly face: 
ew terms of folly roſe, new ſtates of care, 
ew plagues, to ſuffer and to pleaſe the fair! 
he days of whining and of wild intrigues . 
mmenc'd, or finiſh'd with the breach of leagues ; 
he mean deſigns of well-diſſembled love, 201 
he ſordid matches never join*d above; 
broad the labour, and at home the noiſe, 
an's double ſuff rings for domeſtic joys,) 
WT he curſe of jealouſy, expence and ſtrife, 205 
Pivorce, the public brand of ſhametul life; 
be rival's ſword, the qualm that takes the fair, 
iſdain for paſſion, paſſion in deſpair— 
heſe, and a thouſand yet unnam'd we find 
h, tear the thouſand yet unnam'd behind! 210 
Thus on Parnaſſus tuneful Heſiod ſung, 
The mountain echo'd, and the valley rung, 
WT be ſacred groves a fix'd attention ſhow, 
he cryſtal Helicon forbore to flow, 


15 


he Muſes came to give the laurel too. 
ut what avail'd the verdant prize of wit, 
t Love (wore vengeance for the tales he writ ? 
e Fair offended! hear your friend relate 
WJ bat heavy judgment prov'd the writer's fate, 220 
FTho' when it happen'd no relation clears, 
is thought in five or five-and-twenty years. 
Where, dark and filent, with a twiſted ſhade 
he neighb*ring woods a native arbour made, 
here oft a tender pair for am'rous play 225 
zetiring, toy'd the raviſh'd hours away; 
\ Locrian youth, the gentle Troilus he, 
fair Milefian, kind Evanthe, the; 
ut ſwelling Nature in a fatal hour 
etray*d the ſecrets of the conſcious bow'r ; 230 
he dire diſgrace her brothers count their own, 
and trace her ſteps to make its author known. 
It chanc'd one ev'ning ('twas the lovers“ day) 
; onceal'd in brakes the jealous kindred lay, 
D 3 
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he ſky grew bright, and (it his verſe be true) 215 
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42 PARNELL'S POEMS. 3s 
When Heſiod wand'ring, mus'd along the plain, 2 
And fix'd his ſeat where Love had fix d the ſcene: Wh 
A ſtrong ſuſpicion ſtraight poſſeſt their mind, 
(For poets ever were a gentle kind,) 

But when Evanthe near the paſſage ſtood, 
Flung back a douhtful look, and ſhot the wood; 2 
« Now take (at once they cry) thy due reward;“ 
And, urg'd with erring rage, aſſault the bard, 
His corple the ſea receiv'd. The dolphins bore 
(' Twas all the gods would do) the corpſe to ſhore. i 
Methinks I view the dead with pitying eyes, 2:8 
And ſce the dreams of ancient Witdom riſe - 
I fee the Mules round the body cry, 
But hear a Cupid loudly laughing by; 
He wheels his arrow with inſulting hand, ; 
And thus inſcribes the moral on the land: 2:68 
« Here Heſiod lies: ye future Bards! beware 
«© How far your moral tales incenſe the fair: 
« Unlov'd, unloving, 'twas his fate to bleed 
% Without his quiver Cupid caus'd the deed ; 
«« He judg'd this turn of malice juſtly due, * 
« And Heliod dy'd for joys he never knew.“ To 


THE HERMIT. 


| in a wild, unknown to public view, 

From youth to age a rev'rend Hermit grew; 
The mols his bed, the cave his humble cell, 
His tood the fruits, his drink the cryſtal well; 
Remote from man, with God he paſs'd the days, 
Pray*r all his bus'neſs, all his pleaſure praiſe, 

A lite lo ſacred, ſuch tcrene repoſe, 

Seem'd heav'n itſelf, till one ſuggeſtion roſe, 
That Vice ſhould triumph, Virtue Vice obey 1 
This ſprung ſome doubt of Providence's ſway: 
His hopes no more a certain proſpect boaſt, 
And all the tenour of his ſoul is loſt : 
So when a ſmooth expanſe receives impreſt 
Calm Nature's image on its watry breaſt, | y 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow, 1 
And tkies beneath with aniw'ring colours glow 3 


MISCFLLANIES, 43 
eit a ſtone the gentle ſea divide, 
ift ruffling circles curl on ev'ry fide, 
Ind glimm'ring fragments of a broken ſun, | 
Winks, trees, and ſkies, in thick diſorder run. 20 
Io clear this doubt, to know the world by ſight, 
o find if books or ſwains report it right, 
For yet by ſwains alone the world he knew, 
hoſe feet came wand” ring o'er the nightly dew,) 
e quits his cell: the pilgrim-ſtaff he bore, 25 
nd fix'd the ſcallop in his hat before; 
hen with the ſun a riſing journey went, 
Madate to think, and watching each event. 
ne morn was waſted in the pathleſs graſs, 
nd long and loneſome was the wild to paſs; 30 
it when the ſouthern ſun had warm'd the day, 
youth came poſting o'er a croſſing way 
Wis raiment decent, his complex1on fair, 
Ind ſoft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair: 
Then near approaching, Father! hail,” he cry'd; 35 
Ind, „Hail, my Son!“ the rev'rend Sire reply'd: 
ords follow d words, from queſtion anſwer flow'd, 
2d talk of various kind deceiv'd the road; 
ill each with other pleas'd, and loath to part, 
hile in their age they differ, join in heart: 40 
hus ſtands an aged elm in ivy bound, 
3 Thus youthful ivy claſps an elm around. 
Now ſunk the ſun; the cloſing hour of day 
ame onward, mantled o'er with ſober grey; 
ys, ature in filence bid the world repoſe ; 45 
hen near the road a ſtately palace roſe: 
here by the moon thro' ranks of trees they paſs, 
hoſe verdure crown'd their floping ſides of graſs. 
chanc'd the noble maſter of the dome 
ill made his houſe the wand'ring ſtranger's home; 
et ſtill the kindneſs, from a thirſt of praiſe, 51 
'ov'd the vain flouriſh of expenſive eaſe. 
he pair arrive; the liv'ry'd ſervants wait; 
heir lord receives them at the pompous gate. 
he table groans with coſtly piles of food, 55 
d all is more than hoſpitably good. 


26 


Warn'd by the ſigns, the wand'ring pair retreat, 


44 PARNELL'S POEMS; 
'Then led to reſt, the day's long toil they drown, 
Deep ſunk in ſleep, and filk, and heaps of down, 
At length *tis morn, and at the dawn of day I 
Along the wide canals the Zephyrs play 3” al 
Freſh o'er the gay parterres the breezes creep, l 
And ſhake the neighb'ring wood to baniſh ſleep. 
Up riſe the gueſts, obedient to the call; 
An early banquet deck'd the ſplendid hall ; 
Rich luſcious wine a golden goblet grac'd, [4.8 
Which the kind maſter forc'd the gueſts to taſte. 
Then pleas'd and thankful, from the porch they go, 
And but the Jandlord none had cauſe of woe: ; 
His cup was vaniſh'd; for in ſecret guiſe 1 
The younger gueſt purloin'd the glittering prize. 
As one who ſpies a ſerpent in his way, = 
Gliſt'ning and baſking in the ſummer ray, 
Diſorder'd ſtops to ſhun the danger near, 
Then walks with faintneſs on, and looks with fear; 
do ſeem*d the Sire, when far upon the road < 
The ſhining ſpoil his wily partner ſhow'd. 
He ſtopp'd with filence, walk'd with trembling hear 
And much he wiſh'd, but durſt not aſk to part : 
Murm'ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard ' 
That generous actions meet a baſe reward. E 
While thus they paſs, the ſun his glory ſhrouds, M 
'The changing ſkies hang out their ſable clouds ; 
A ſound in air preſag'd approaching rain, 
And beaſts to covert ſcud acroſs the plain. 
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To ſeek for ſhelter at a neighb'ring ſeat. 

»Twas built with turrets, on a riſing ground, 

And ſtrong, and large, and unimprov'd around; 

Its owner's temper tim'rous and ſevere, | h 
Unkind and griping, caus'd a deſert there. 9 
As near the miſer's heavy doors they drew, | 
Fierce riſing guſts with ſudden fury blew ; 

The nimble lightning mix'd with ſhow'rs began, 

And o'er their heads loud-rolling thunder ran. ' 
Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, 6 
Driv'n by the wind, and batter'd by the rain. | 


* 


MISCELLANIES, 
length ſome pity warm'd the maſter's breaſt; 
was then his threſhold firſt receiv'd a gueſt ;) 
pw creaking turns the door with jealous care, 
Ind half he welcomes in the ſhivering pair 100 
e frugal faggot lights the naked walls, 

d Nature's fervour thro their limbs recalls: 

ead of the coarſeſt ſort, with meager wine, 

Fach hardly granted, ) ſerv'd them both to dine; 
nd when the tempeſt firſt appear'd to ceaſe, 105 
ready warning bid them part in peace. 
With ſtill remark the pond'ring Hermit view'd 
one ſo rich a life ſo poor and rude; 

Ind why ſhould ſuch (within himſelf he cry'd) 
ck the loſt wealth a thouſand want beſide? 110 
t what new marks of wonder ſoon took place 
every ſettling feature of his face, 
When from his veſt the young companion hore 
bat cup the gen'rous landlord own'd before, 

ad paid protuſely with the precious bowl 115 
e ſtinted Kindneſs of this churliſh ſoul! 
But now the clouds in airy tumult fly, 
ee fun emerging _ an azure ſky; 

freſher green the ſmelling leaves diſplay, 
nd, glitt'ring as they tremble, cheer the day: 120 
he weather courts them from the poor retreat, 
d the glad maſter bolts the wary gate. 
While hence they walk, the pilgrim's boſom wrought 
ith all the travel of uncertath thought; ; 
Is partner's acts without their cauſe appear; 125 
was there a vice, and ſeem'd a madneſs here: 
teſting that, and pitying this, he goes, 
dit and confounded with the various ſhows. 
Now night's dim ſhades again involve the ſky ; 
gain the wand'rers want a place to lie; 130 
gain they ſearch, and find a lodging nigh: 
he ſoil improv'd around, the manſion ncat, 
id neither poorly low, nor idly great; 
ſeem'd to ſpeak its maſter's turn of mind, 
pntent, and not for praiſe, but virtue, kind, 135 
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4.6 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
Hither the walkers turn with weary feet, 
Then bleſs the manſion, and the maſter greet : 
Their greeting fair, beſtow'd with modeſt guiſe, 
'The courteous maſter hears, and thus replies : 
« Without a vain, without a grudging heart, 1 
& To him who gives us all, I yield a part; 
&« From him you come, for him accept it here, 
« A frank and ſober, more than coſtly, cheer.” 
He ſpoke, and bid the welcome table ſpread, 
Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed, 14 
When the grave houſehold round his hall repair, 
Warn'd by a bell, and cloſe the hours with pray'r. 
At length the world, renew'd by calm repoſe, 
Was ſtrong for toil, the dappled Morn aroſe 
Before the pilgrims part, the younger crept I 
Near the clos'd cradle where an intant ſlept, 
And writh'd his neck : the landlord's little pride, 
O ſtrange return! grew black, and gaſp'd, and dy' 
Horror of horrors ! what! his only ſon! 
How look'd our Hermit when the fact was done! 1 
Not hell, tho? hell's black jaws in ſunder part, 
And breathe blue fire, could more aſſault his heart, 
Contus'd, and firuck with filence at the deed, 
He flies, but, trembling, fails to fly with ſpeed, 
His ſteps the youth purſues ; the country lay 
Perplex'd with roads; a ſervant ſhow'd the way: 
A river croſs'd the path; the paſſage o'er 
Was nice to find; the ſervant trod before: 
Long arms of oaks an open bridge ſupply'd, 
And deep the waves beneath the bending glide. 1 
The youth, who ſeem'd to watch a time to fin, 
Approach'd the careleſs guide, and thruſt him in; 
Plunging he falls, and riſing lifts his head, 
Then flaſhing turns, and finks among the dead ! 
Wild, ſparkling rage inflames the Father's eyes 
He burſts the bands of fear, and madly cries, 
c Deteſted Wretch! - But ſcarce his ſpeech bega 
When the ſtrange partner ſeem'd no longer man: 
His youthtul tace grew more ſerenely ſweet ; 
His robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his feet; 
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| MISCELLANIES. 47 
r rounds of radiant points inveſt his hair; 

e(tial odours breathe thro* purpled air; 

d wings, whoſe colours glitter'd on the day, 


de at his back their gradual plumes diſplay. 

t, e form ethereal burſts upon his fight, 180 

d moves in all the majeſty of light. 

, ho* loud at firſt the pilgrim's paſſion grew, 
* den he gaz'd, and wiſt not what to do; 

priſe in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, 

a in a calm his ſettling temper ends. 18 5 
ir, e silence here the beauteous angel broke, 
ay'r. Nhe voice of muſic raviſh'd as he ſpoke.) 
ſe, © Thy pray'r, thy praiſe, thy life, to vice unknown, 
n ſweet memorial riſe before the throne : 

heſe charms ſucceſs in our bright region find, 190 

And force an angel down to calm thy mind; 
ride, or this commithon*d, I forſook the ſky: 
nd day, ceaſe to kneel—thy tollow-ſervant I. 
Then know the truth of government divine, 

ne! Wd let theſe ſcruples be no longer thine, 195 
t, The Maker juſtly claims that world he made, 
heart In this the right of Providence is laid; 
ed, ts ſacred majeſty thro? all depends 
nd. Dn uſing ſecond means to work his end : 
Tis thus, withdrawn in ſtate from human eye, 200 
vay : he Pow'r exerts his attributes on high, 

Your actions uſes, nor controuls 5 our will, 

And bids the doubting tons of men be ſtill. 

% What ſtrange events can ſtrike with more ſurpriſe 
js. han thoſe which lately ſtrook thy wond'ring eyes? 
in, Yet, taught by theſe, conſeſs th* Almighty juſt, 206 
m in; And where you can't unriddle learn to truſt. 

“ The great vain man who far'd on coſtly food, 
= Whoſe life was too luxurious to be good, 
s eyes Who made his iv'ry ſtands with goblets ſhine, 210 
, And forc'd his gueſts to morning draughts of wine, 
\ bega Has with the cup the graceleſs cuſton loſt, 
I. ni ſtill he welcomes, but with leſs of colt, 


The mean ſuſpicious wretch, whoſe bolted door 
Ne'er moy'd in duty to the wand'ring poor, 225 
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And paſs'd a life of piety and peace. 7 


48 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 
«© That Heav'n can bleſs if mortals will be kind. 
&« Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the bow], 
% And feels compaſhon touch his grateful ſoul. 
c Thus artiſts melt the ſallen ore of lead, 11 
c With heaping coals of fire upon its head; 
In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 
&« And looſe from droſs the filver runs below. 

& Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 
© But now the child half-wean'd his heart from Gol 
(Child of his age) for him he liv'd in pain, 2 
& And meaſur'd back his ſteps to earth again. 

« To what exceſſes had his dotage run! 

« But God to ſave the father took the fon, 

&« To all but thee in fits he ſeem'd to go, : 
( And 'twas my miniſtry to deal the blow,) 

«© The poor fond parent, humbled in the düſt, 

& Now owns in tears the puniſhment was juſt, 

« But now had all his fortune felt a wrack, 

& Had that falſe ſervant ſped in ſafety back: 2; 
6 This night his treaſur'd heaps he meant to ſteal, 
« And what a fund of charity would fail! 

« Thus Heav'n inſtructs thy mind: this trial oe 
“ Depart in peace, reſign, and fin no more.“ 

On ſounding pinions here the youth withdrew, 
The ſage ſtood wond'ring as the ſcraph flew. 2 
Thus look'd Eliſha, when to mount on high 
His maſter took the chariot of the ſky; 

The fiery pomp aſcending left the view; 
The prophet gaz'd, and wiſh'd to follow too, 2 

The bending Hermit here a pray'r begun, 
« Lord! as in heav'n, on earth thy will be done.“ 
Then gladly turning, ſought his ancient place, 
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A FAIRY TALE, 


ty THE ANCIENT ENGLISH STYLE. 


T Britain's ifle and Arthur's days, 

When midnight Faeries daunc'd the maze, 
'd Edwin of the Green ; 

win, I wis a gentle youth, 

low'd with courage, ſenſe, and truth, 

o' badly ſhap'd he been. 


> mountain back mote well be ſaid 
W meaſure height againſt his head, 
d lift itſelf above; 

t ſpight of all that Nature did 

> make his uncouth form forbid, 
dis creature dar'd to love. 


felt the charms of Edith's eyes, 
r wanted hope to gain the prize, 
uld ladies look within ; - 

t one Sir Topaz dreſs'd with art; 
d if a ſhape could win a heart, 
had a ſhape to win. 


win (if right I read my ſong) 
Iich lighted paſſion pac'd along 

| in the moony light: 

was near an old enchanted court, 
here ſportive Faerics made reſort 
\, WW revel out the night. 

ne. 

$ heart was drear, his hope was croſt, 
was late, *twas far, the path was loſt 
at reach'd the neighbour-town : 

ith weary ſteps he quits the ſhades, 
\ biolv'd, the darkling dome he treads, 
drops his limbs adown. 
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But ſcant he lays him on the floor, 
When hollow winds remove the door, 
A trembling rocks the ground ; 

And (well I ween to count aright) 
At once an hundred tapers light 

On al! the walls around. 


Now ſounding tongues aſſail his ear, 
Now ſounding feet approachen near, 
And now the ſounds encreaſe, 

And from the corner where he lay 
He ſees a train profuſely gay 

Come pranck ling o'er the place. 


But (truſt me, Gentles!) never yet 
Was dight a maſquing half fo neat, 
Or half ſo rich before; 

The country lent the ſweet perfumes, 
The lea the pearl, the iky the plumes, 
The town its ſilken ſtore. 


Now whilſt he gaz'd, a gallant, dreſt 

In flaunting robes above the reſt, q 
With awful accent cry'd; 

« What mortal of a wretched mind, 

«© Whole ſighs infect the balmy wind, 

« Has here preſum'd to hide?“ 


At this the ſwain, whoſe vent'rous ſoul 5 
No tears of magic art coutroul, 

Advanc'd in open fight : 

6 Nor have I caule of dreed,“ he ſaid, 

c Who view (by no pre{umption led) 

ec Your revels of the night. 


cc *Twas grief, for ſcorn of faithful love, 

« Which made my ſteps unweeting rove 

c Amid the nightly dew.” 

«Tis well,” the gallant cries again; 
« We Faeries never injure men f 
« Who dare to tell us true, 
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Exalt thy love - dejected heart, 

Be mine the taſk, or e'er we part, 

To make thee grief reſign: 

Now take the pleaſure of thy chaunce, 70 1 
Whilſt I with Mab, my part' ner, daunce, | 
Be little Mable thine.” 1 


e ſpoke, and all a ſudden there 
Tight muſic flotes in wanton air; | 
he Monarch leads the Queen: 75 | | 
BT he reſt their Faerie partners found, 1 
nd Mable trimly tript the ground i 
ith Edwin of the Green. | 


be dauncing paſt, the board was laid, 

And ſiker ſuch a feaſt was made 80 
As heart and lip deſire; 

Withouten hands the diſhes fly, 

The glaſſes with a wiſh come nigh, 

And with a with retire, 


. 


Put now, to pleaſe the Faerie King, 85 | 
Full ev'ry deal they laugh and ſing, il 
And antic feats deviſe | 
ome wind and tumble like an ape, 

and other ſome tranſmute their ſhape 

n Edwin's wond'ring eyes: | G0 


Till one at laſt, that Robin hight, it 
Renown'd for pinching maids by night,) | 1 
as hent him up aloof; 

And full againſt the beam he flung, 

Where by the back the youth he hung 95 
Lo ſpraul unneath the root, 


; 


rom thence, © Reverſe my charm,” he crys, 1 
And let it fairly now ſuffice, 
The gambol has been ſhown.” 
put Oberon anſwers with a ſmile, 100 
* Content thee, Edwin, for a while, 
The vantage is thine own.“ 
E 2 
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Here ended all the phantome play, 

They ſmelt the freſh approach of day, 
And heard a cock to crow; 

The whirling wind, that hore the crowd, 
Has clapp'd the door, and whiſtled loud, 
To warn them all to go. 


Then ſcreaming all at once they fly, 
And all at once the tapers dy; 

Poor Edwin falls to floor: 

Forlorn his ſtate, and dark the place 
Was never wight in ſicke a caſe 
Through all the land before. 


But ſoon as Dan Apollo roſe, 
Full jolly creature home he goes, 
He feels his back the leſs; 

His honeſt tongue and ſteady mind 
Had rid him of the lump behind 
Which made him want ſucceſs. 


With luſty livelyhed he talks, 

He ſcems a-dauncing as he walks; 

His ſtory ſoon took wind; 

And beauteous Edith ſees the youth 
Endow'd with courage, ſenſe, and truth, 
Without a bunch behind. 


The ſtory told, Sir Topaz mov'd 


(The youth of Edith erſt approv'd) 
To ſee the revel ſcene : 

At cloſe of eve he leaves his home, 

And wends to find the ruin'd dome 
All on the gloomy plain. 


As there he bides, it ſo befell, 

The wind came ruſtling down a dell, 
A ſhaking ſeiz'd the wall: 

Up :pring the tapers as before, 

The Faeries bragly foot the floor, 
And muſic fills the hall. 


13 
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t certes, ſorely ſunk with woe, 

Topaz ſees the Elfin ſhow, 140 
s ſpirits in him dy; 

hen Oberon cries, “ A man is near, 

FA mortal paſſion, cleeped Fear, 

Hangs flagging in the ſky.” 


ich that Sir Topaz (hapleſs youth!) 145 
WF accents ſault'ring, ay for ruth, 

treats them pity graunt; 

Pr als he been a miſter wight 

Wtray'd by wand'ring in the night | 

o tread the circled haunt, 150 


Ah, Loſell vile!“ at once they roar, 
And little ſkill'd of Faerie lore, 

Thy cauſe to come we know : 

Now has thy keſtrell courage fell, | 
And Faeries, ſince a lye you tell, 155 
Are free to work thee woe.“ 


hen Will, who bears the wiſpy fire 
o trail the ſwains among the mire, 
ne caitiff upward flung ; 
heir like a tortoiſe in a ſhop 169 
e dangled from the chamber-top, 1 
here whilome Edwin hung. 


11 


he revel now proceeds apace, 
eftly they friſk it o'er the place, 1 
hey fit, they drink, and eat; 155 
Ihe time with frolic mirth beguile, 
End poor Sir Topaz hangs the while 
il] all the rout retreat. 


13 
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this the ſtars began to wink, 
ty bey ſhriek, they fly, the tapers fink, 170 4! 
end down ydrops the knight; | 
or never ſpell by Faerie laid if 
Fith ſtrong enchantment bound a glade 


tyond the length of night. 
E 3 
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Chill, dark, alone, adreed, he lay, 
Till up the welkin roſe the day, 
Then deem'd the dole was o'er 5 
But wot ye well his harder lot? 
His ſcely back the bunch had got 
Which Edwin loſt afore. 


This tale a Sybil-nurſe ared; 

She ſoftly ſtrok'd my youngling head, 

And when the tale was done, 

« Thus ſome are born, my ſon, (ſhe cries,) 
With baſe impediments to riſe, 

4 And ſome are born with none. 


« But virtue can it ſelf advance 

« To what the fav'rite fools of Chance 
„ By fortune ſeem deſign'd; 

« Virtue can gain the odds of Fate, 

« And from itſelf ſhake off the weight 
«© Upon th* unworthy mind.“ 


1 
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THE VIGIL OF VENUS, 


17 Written in the Time of Julius Cæſar, and by ſome 
aſcribed to Catullus. 


%, ET thoſe love now who never lov'd before; 

„Let thoſe who always lov'd now love the more.“ 

Ihe ſpring, the new, the warbling ſpring, appears, 
rk The youthful ſeaſon of reviving years. 

f In ſpring the Loves enkindle mutual heats, 

The feather'd nation chuſe their tuneful mates, 

& The trees grow fruitful with deſcending rain, 

And dreſs'd in diff ring greens adorn the plain. 

18; She comes; to-morrow Beauty's Empreſs roves 
Tbro' walks that winding run within the groves; 10 
She twines the ſhooting myrtle into bow'rs, 

And ties their meeting tops with wreaths of flow'rs, 
Then rais'd ſublimely on her eaſy throne, + 
From Nature's pow'rful dictates draws her own. 

19988 Let thoſe love now who never lov'd before; 15 
Let thoſe who always lov'd now love the more.“ 

1988 *TI'was on that day which ſaw the teeming flood 
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Swell round, impregnate with celeſtial blood; 
Wand'ring in circles ſtood the finny crew, 
The midſt was left a void expanſe of blue, 20 
There parent Ocean work'd with heaving throes, 
And dropping wet the fair Dione roſe. 
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PERVIGILIUM VENERIS. 

* PRAS amet qui numquam amavit; 
8 Quique amavit cras amet.““ 
Ver novum, ver jam canorum: vere natus orbiseſt, 
Vere concordant amores, vere nubent alites, 
Et nemus comam reſolvit de maritis imbribus. 
Cras amorem copulatrix inter umbras arborum 
Implicat gazas virentes de flagello myrteo. 
Cras Dione jura dicit, fulta ſublimi throno. 
Cras amet qui numquam amavit z 

Quique amavit cras amet.” 

Tunc liquore de ſuperno, ſpumeo ponti e globo, 

eruias inter catervas, inter et bipedes, equos, 
fecit undantem Dionen de maritis imbribus. 


« PARNELL's POEMS, 

% Let thoſe love now who never lov'd before; 

« Let thoſe who always lov'd now love the more.“ 
She paints the purple year with vary'd ſhow, 23 

Tips the green gem, and makes the bloſſom glow : 

She makes the turgid buds receive the breeze, 

Expand to leaves, and ſhade the naked trees: 

When gath'ring damps the miſty nights diffuſe, 

She ſprinkles all the morn with balmy dews ; 

Bright trembling pearls depend at ev'ry ſpray, 

And, kept from falling, ſeem to fall away: 

A gloſſy freſhneſs hence the role receives, 

And bluſhes ſweet through all her ſilken leaves; 

(The drops deſcending through the ſilent night, 

While ſtars ſerenely roll their golden light;) 

Cloſe till the morn her humid veil the holds, 

Then deck'd with virgin pomp the flow'r unfolds, 

Soon will the morning bluſh ; ye Maids 1 prepare, 

In roſy garlands bind your flowing hair; 40 

*Tis Venus? plant; the blood fair Venus ſhed 

O'er the gay beauty pour'd immortal red; 

From Love's ſoft kiſs a ſweet ambroſial ſmell 

Was taught for ever on the leaves to dwell; 

From gems, from flames, from orient rays of light, 45 

The richeſt luſtre makes her purple bright, 

And ſhe to morrow weds; the ſporting gale 

Unties her zone, ſhe burſts the verdant veil: 


© Cras amet qui numquam amavait z 
«© Quique amavit cras amet.” 

Ipia gemmas purpurantem pingit annum floribus, 
Ipſa ſurgentis papillas de Favonl ſpiritu, 
Urguet in toros tepentes ; ipla roris lucidi, 
Noctis aura quem relinquit, ſpargit umentis aquas, 
Et micant lacrymæ trementes decidivo pondere. 
Gutta præceps orbe parvo ſuſtinet caſus luos, 
In pudorem florulentæ prodiderunt purpuræ. 
Umor ille, quem ſerenis aftra rorant noctibus. 
Mane virgines papillas ſolvit umenti peplo. 
Tpſa juſſit mane ut udz virgines nubant roſe 
Fuſæ prius de cruore deque amoris olculis, 
Deque gemmis, deque flammis, deque ſolis purpuris 


MISCELLANIES. 87 
hroꝰ all her ſweets the rifling lover flies, 
nd as he breathes her glowing fires ariſe. 50 
Let thoſe love now who never lov'd before; 
Let thoſe who always lov'd now love the more.“ 
Now fair Dione to the myrtle grove 
nds the gay nymphs, and ſends her tender Love. 
ind ſhall they venture? is it ſafe to go? 55 
hile nymphs have hearts, and Cupid wears a bow ? 
Fes, ſafely venture, *tis his mother's will; 
We walks unarm'd, and undeſigning ill; 
Wis torch extinct, his quiver uſeleſs hung, 
Wis arrows idle, and his bow unſtrung: 60 

nd yet, ye Nymphs! beware, his eyes have charms, 
End Love that's naked ſtill is love in aims. 
Let thoſe love now who never lov'd beſore; 
Let thoſe who always lov'd now love the more.“ 
From Venus* bow'r to Delia's lodge repairs 65 
virgin train, complete with modeſt airs : 
& Chaſte Delia! grant our ſuit; or ſhun the wood, 
Nor ſtain this ſacred lawn with ſavage blood. 

Venus, O Delia! if ſhe could perſuade, _ 
Would aſk thy preſence, might ſhe aſk a maid.” 70 


Vs 


70 


ht, 4325 ruborum qui latebat veſte tectus ignea, 
nica marito nodo non pudebit ſolvere. 
Cras amet qui numquam amavit; 

Quique amavit cras amet.“ 

Ipſa Nimtas Diva luco juſſit ire myrteo 

t puer comes puellis. Nec tamen credi poteſt 

e Amorum —— ſi ſagittas vexerit. 

e, Nimiez: poſuit ar ma, feriatus eſt Amor. 

ſus eſt inermis ire, nudus ire juſſus eſt: 

eu quid arcu, neu ſagitta, ncu quid igne læderet. 

d tamen cavete, Nimfz, quod Cupido pulcher eſt: 

otus eſt inermis idem, quando nudus eſt amor. 

Cras amet qui numquam amavit z 

Quique amavit cras amet.” 

Compari Venus pudore mittit ad te virgines, 

na res eſt quam rogamus, cede virgo Delia, 

nemus fit incruentum de ferinis ſtragibus. 
ſa vellet ut venires, ſi deceret virginem: 


1rpuris 
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Here cheerful quires for three auſpicious nights 
With ſongs prolong the pleaſurable rites ; 
Here crowds in meaſures lightly-decent rove, 
Or ſeek by pairs the covert of the grove, 
Where meeting greens for arbours arch above, 1 
And mingling flow'rets ſtrow the ſcenes of love: 
Here dancing Ceres ſhakes her golden ſheaves; 
Here Bacchus revels, deckt with viny leaves 
Here Wit's enchanting god, in laurel crown'd, 
Wakes all the raviſh'd hours with filver ſound, 0 
Ye Fields! ye Foreſts! own Dione's reign; 
And Delia, huntreſs Delia, ſhun the plain. 
£ Let thoſe love now who never lov'd before; 
tc Let thote who always lov'd now love the niore.“ 

Gay with the bloom of all her opening year, | 
The queen at Hybla bids her throne appear, 
And there preſides; and there the fav'rite band 
(Her ſmiling Graces) ſhare the great command. 
Now, beauteous Hybla! dreſs thy flow'ry beds | 
With all the pride the laviſh ſealon ſheds; | 
Now all thy colours, all thy fragrance, yield, 
And rival Enna's aromatic field. 
To fill the preſence of the gentle court, L 
From ev*ry quarter rural nymphs reſort, P 


Jam tribus choros videres feriatos noctibus ; 
Congreges inter catervas ire par ſaltus tuos, 
Floreas inter coronas, myrteas inter caſas, 
Nec Ceres, nec Bacchus abſunt, nec poetarum Deus: 
Decinent et tota nox elt pervigila Cantibus, 
Regnet in filvis Dione : tu recede Delia. 
&« Cras amet qui numquam amavit z 
& Quique amavit cras amet,” 

Juſſit Hibl#is tribunal ſtare diva floribus. 
Præſens ipſa jura dicit, adtederunt Gratiæ 
Hibla totos funde flores quidquid annus adtulit. 
Hibla florum rumpe veſtem, quantus ZEnnz camp! 

ell. -. | 

Ruris hic erunt puellæ, vel puellæ montium, 


MISCELLANIES; 89 
om woods, from mountains, from their humble vales, 
om waters curling with the wanton gales. 90 
eas'd with the joytul train, the laughing queen 
circles ſeats them round the bank of green; 

nd Lovely Guils! (ſhewhitpers) guard your hearts; 
My boy, tho' ſtript of arms, abounds in arts.“ 

Let thoſe love now who never lov'd before; 101 
Let thoſe who always lov'd now love the more.“ 

Let tender graſs in ſhaded alleys ſpread, 

t early flow*rs erect their painted head: 

o-morrow's glory be to-morrow ſeen, 105 
hat day old Ether wedded Earth in green 

he Vernal Father bid the ſpring appear, 

clouds he coupled to produce the year, 

he tap deicending v'er her boſom. ran, 

nd all the various ſorts of ſoul began, 110 
7 wheels unknown to ſight, by ſecret veins 

iftiliing life, the fruittul goddels reigns, 

hrough all the lovely realms of native day, 

hrough all the circled land and circling fea, 

ith tertile ſeed ſhe fill'd the pervious earth, 15 
nd ever fix'd the myſtic ways of birth. 


— 


æque ſilvas, quæque lucos, quæquemontes incolunt. 
fit omnis adſidere pueri mater alitas, 
it et nudo puellas nil Ameri credere. 
Deus Cras amet qui numquam amavit; 
Quique amavit cras amet.“ 
Et recentibus virentes ducat umbras floribus. 
as erat qui primus æther copulavit nuptias, 
t pater roris createt vernis annum nubibus 
mum maritus imber fluxit almæ conjugis, 
t tœtus immixtus omnis aleret magno corpore. 
id Venus atque mentem permeante ipiritu 
zus occultis gubernat procicatrix viribus, 
que cœlum, perque terras, perque pontum ſubditum, 
wum {ui tenorem ſeminali tramite 
buit, juſſit que mundum neſſe naſcendi vias. 


camp 


a 
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She won Lavinia tor her warlike ſon, 


'E'en Love (if Fame the truth of Love declare) 


PARNELL's POEMS. 

« Let thoſe love now who never lov'd before; 

« Let thoſe who always lov d now love the more.“ 
*T was ſhe the parent to the Latian ſhore 

Through various dangers Troy's remainder bore: 1 


And winning her the Latian empire won : 
She gave to Mars the maid, whoſe honour'd womb 
Swell'd with the founder of immortal Rome: 
Decoy'd by ſhows, the Sabine dames ſhe led, 11 
And taught our vig*rous youth the means to wed : 
Hence ſprung the Romans, hence the race divine 
Through which great Cæſar draws his Julian line. 
& Let thoſe love now who never lov'd before; 
Let thoſe who always lov'd now love the more.“ 
In rural feats the foul of pleaſure reigns, 13 
The life of beauty fills the rural ſcenes; 


Drew firſt the breathings of a rural air. 

Some pleaſing meadow pregnant Beauty preit, 1 
he laid her infant on its flow? ry breait, 

From Nature's ſweets he ſipp'd the tragrant Fig 

He (mild, he kiis'd them, and by kiſſing grew. 

« Let thole love now who never lov'd betore; 

Let thoſe who always lov'd now love the more.“ 14 


& Cras amet qui numquam amavit z 
« Quique amavit cras amt.“ 

Ipſa Trojanos nepotes in Latino tranſtulit; 
Ipſa Laurentem puellam conjugem nato dedit z 
Moxque Marti de ſacello dat pudicam virgiuem. 
Romuleas ipſa fecit cum Sabinis nuptias, 
Unde Rames et Quirites, proque prole poſterũm 
Romuli matrem crearet et nepotem Cælarem. 
bCras amet qui numquam amavit; 
« Quique amavit cras amet.“ 

Rura fœcundat voluptas: rura Venerem ſentiuv!, 
Ipſe Amer puer Diong rure natus dicitur. 
Hunc ager cum parturiret, ipſa ſulcepit ſinu, 
Ipſa florum delicatis educavit oſculis. 
1 Cras amet qui numquam amavit; 
„ Quique amavit cras amet," 
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MISCELLANIES, 61 
Now bulls o'er ſtalks of broom extend their ſides, 
ure of favours from their lowing brides : 
s ſtately rams their fler cy conſorts lead, 
l Tho bleating follow thro' the wand'ring ſhade; 
d now the goddels bids the birds appear, 145 

iſe all their muſic, and ſalute the year: 
a en deep the ſwan begins, and deep the ſong 
Ins o'er the water where he (ails along: 
File Philomela tunes a treble ſtrain, 
Ind from the poplar charms the liſt 'ning plain, 
We fancy love expreſs'd at ev'ry note, 

melts, it warbles, in her liquid throat : 
barb'rous Tereus ſhe complains no more, 

t ings for pleaſure, as for grief before: 
pd ſtill her graces riſe, her airs extend, 155 
bd all is ſilence till the Syren end. 
How long in coming is my lovely Spring ! 

1 when ſhall I, and when the ſwallow, ſing ? 
ect Philomela! ceaſe, or here I fit, 
ad filent loſe my rapt*rous hour of wit. 


150 


166 
gone; the fit retires; the flames decay; 
ly tunctul Phoebus flies averſe away. 
& own Amycle thus, as ſtories run, 
once was ſilent, and that once undone. 
Let thole love now who never lov'd before; 165 


Let thoſe who always lov'd now love the more.“ 


cce, jam ſuper genittas explicant tauri latus, 
que tuus quo tenetur conjugali fœdere. 

ter umbras cum maritis ecce balantum gregem, 
canoras non tacere Diva juſht alites. 

quaces ore rauco ſtagna cygni perſtrepunt, 
Jonat Terei puella ſubter umbram populi, 
putas motus Amoris ore dici muſico, 

Peges queri ſororem de marito barbaro. 

la cantat: nos tacemus: quando ver venit meum? 
indo faciam ut celidon, ut tacere deſinam? 

idi Muſam tacendo, nec me Phoebus reſpicit. 
Amyclas, cum taccrent, perdidit ſilentiuin. 

tas amet qui numquam amavit ; z 

Uuique amayit cras amet.” 
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HOMER's 
Batrachomuomachta ; 


OR, THE 
BATTLE OF THE FROGS AND MICE, 
IN THREE BOOKS. 


— 


NAMES OF THE FROGS. 
Phyſigrathus, one who ſwelis his 
cheeks, 7 
Pelus, a name from mud. 
Hydromeduſe, a rulet in the waters. 
Hypſiboas, a loud baw ler. 
Pelion, from mud. 
Scutæus, called from the beets. 
Poly phonus, a great babbler. 
Lymnccharis, one who loves the 
lake. 
Cra ubophagus, a cabbage- eater. 
Lymniſius, called from the lake. 
Calaminthius, from the herb. 
Hy drocharis, who loves the waters. 
Bor borocates, ho lies in the mad. 
Praſſophagus, an eater of garlic. 
Peluſius, from mud. 


Pelobaics, Who walks in the dirt. 


Prafizus, called from garlic, 
Craugaiiles, from croaking, 


NAMES OF THE MICE, 


Pſycarpax, one who plunden 
granaries. | 
Troxartas, a bread-eater. 
Lychomile, a licker of meal. 
Pternotractas, a bacon-eater, 
Lychopinax, a licker of diſhes, 
Embaſicaytros, a creeper | 
pots, 
Lychenor, a name for licking, 
Troglodytes, one who runs 
holes, 
Artophagus, who feeds on brea 
Tyroglyphus, à cheeſe ſcoopet. 
Pternogly phus, a bacon-icoopel 
Pternophagus, a bacon-eater, 
Cniſſodioctes, one who follow: 
team of kitchens, . 
Sitophagus, an cater of wheat. 
Meridarpax, one who plunder 
ſhare, 


BATTLE OF THE FROGS AND MICE. 


Book I. 


O fill my riſing ſong with ſacred fire, 
Ye tunetul Nine, ye ſweet celeſtial quire! 
rom Helicon's 1: 1bow'ring height repair, 
Attend my labours and reward my pray'r : 
The dreadtul toils of raging Mars I write, 
he ſprings of conteſt, and the fields of fight; 
low threat'ning Mice advanc'd with warlike grace, 
nd*wag*d dire combats with the croaking race. 
ot louder tumults ſhook Olympus' tow'rs, 
hen earth born giants dar'd immortal pow'rs: 10 
hole equal! acts an equal glory claim, 
nd thus the Muſe records the tale of fame. 
Once on a time, fatigu'd and out of breath, 
ind juſt eſcap'd the ſtretching claws of Death, 
gentle Mouſe, whom cats purſu'd in vain, 15 
led ſwitt- of. foot acroſs the neighbouring plain, 
ung 0'er a brink his eager thirſt to cool, 
nd dipt his whiſkers in the ſtanding pool; 
hen near a courteous Frog advanc'd his head, 
nd from the waters hoaric-retounding ſaid: 20 
What art thou, Stranger! what the line you boaſt ? 
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0 1” ¶ What chance haſt caſt thee panting on our coaſt ? 

is on bell With ſtricteſt truth let ail thy words agree, 

1 Nor let me find a taithle's Mouſe in thee, 
colt Worthy friendthip, profler'd friendihip take, 25 
And ent'ring view the pleaſurable lake; 

ea Range o'er my palace, in my bounty ſhare, 

_— And glad return from holpitable tare. 

5 This filver realm extends beneath my ſway, 

of ben And me, their monarch, all its Frogs obey, 30 
o plunder out; Þ, | 


Great Phyſignathus I! from Peleus' race 
Begot in tair Hydromede's embrace, 
| Where by the nuptial bank that paints his ſide, 
— be itt Eridanus delights to glide. 34 
Thee, too, thy form, thy ſtrength, and port, pro- 

claim 
A ſceptred king; a ſon of martial fame; 

| | F 3 


64. PARNELL'S POEMS, 

te Then trace thy line, and aid my gueſſing eyes.“ 
Thus ceas'd the Frog, and thus the Mouſe replies: 

« Known to the gods, the men, the hirds that fly 
© Thro' wild expanſes of the midway ſky, 44 
«© My name reſounds, and it unknown to thee, 
& The ſoul of great Pſycarpax lives in me. 
« Of brave Troxartas' line, whoſe ſleeky down 
« In love compreſs'd Lychomile the brown. 
& My mother ſhe, and princeſs of the plains 
«© Where'er her father Pternotractas reigns ; 
& Born where a cabin lifts its airy ſhed, 
e With figs, with nuts, with vary'd dainties, fed: 
« But ſince our natures nought in common know, We 
& From what foundation can a friendſhip grow? i 
c Theſe curling waters o'er thy palace As A 
& But man's high food ſupports my princely ſoul, 
In vain the circled loaves attempt to lie 
*© Concea}%d in flaſkets from my curicus eye; 
& In vain the tripe, that boaſts the whiteſt hue, $g 
« Tn vain the gilded bacon, ſhuns my view; 
c In vain the cheeſes, offspring of the pale, 
% Or honey'd cakes, which gods e regale. 
4c And as in arts I (hine, in arms I fight, 
&«& Mix'd with the braveſt, and unknown to flight. 6 
« Tho? large to mine the human form appear, 
« Not man himſelf can (mite my ſoul with fear. 
« Sly to the bed with filent ſteps I go, 
« Attempt his finger, or attack his toe, 
| * And fix indented wounds with dext*rons ſkill; 6 
N « Sleeping he feels, and only ſeems to feel. 

| « Yet have we foes which direful dangers cauſe, 

« Grim owls, with talons arm'd, and cats with claw 
c And that falſe trap, the den of filent Fate, 
« Where Death his ambuſh plants around the bait: ' 
« All-dreaded theſe, and dreadful o'er the reſt, 
c The potent warriors of the tabby veſt ; 
« If to the dark we fly, the dark they trace, 
«And rend our heroes of the nibbling race; 
«© But me nor ſtalks nor wat'riſn herbs delight, 
Nor can the crimſon radiſh charm my fight, 
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5 MISCFLLANIFS, 65 
. Wye lake-reſounding Frogs? ſelected fare, 
ies: (Which not a Mouſe of any taſte can bear.“ 
at fly ; As thus the downy prince his mind expreſt, 
lis anſwer thus the croaking king addreſt. 80 
„Thy words luxuriant on thy daintics rove, 
And, Stranger, we can boaſt of bounteous Jove: 
1 We (port in water, or we dance on land, 
And, born amphibious, food from both command: 
But truſt thvſelt where wonders atk thy view, $5 
And fately tempt thoſe ſeas, I'll bear thee thro” :; 
Aſcend my ſhoulders, firmly keep thy ſeat, 
fed: And reach my marſhy court, and feaſt in ſtate.“ 
dw, RE He ſaid, and bent his back; with nimble bound 
'? eaps the light Mouſe, and claſps his arms around, go 
Then wond'ring flotes, and ſecs with glad jurvey 
oul. he winding banks reſembling ports at fea; 
ut when aloft the curling water rides, 
And wets with azure wave his downy ſides, 
„ is thoughts grow conſcious of approaching woe, 9 5 
is idle tears with vain repentance flow, 
is locks he rends, his trembling feet he rears, 
egale. Thick beats his heart with unaccuttom'd fears 
e ſighs, and, chill'd with danger, longs for ſhore ; 
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ght. Ni tail extended forms a fruitleſs oar ; 100 
f lalf-drench'd in liquid death his pray'rs he ſpake, 
ar. ind thus bemoan'd him from the dreadful lake. 


« So paſs'd Europa thro' the rapid fea, 

Trembling and fainting all the vent“ ous way; 
ill; Wich oary feet the bull triumphant rode, 105 

And ſafe in Crete depos'd his lovely toad. 
iſe, Ah! ſafe at laſt, may thus the Frog ſupport 
th claw My trembling limbs to reach his ample court.”? 
i As thus he ſorrows, death ambiguous grows; 
bait : from the deep a water hydra roſe; 110 
ſt, e rolls his ſanguin'd eyes, his boiom heaves, 

Ind darts with active rage along the waves. 

ontus'd, the monarch ſees his hifling toe, 
nd dives, to ſhun the fable fates, below. 
ht, ugetkul Frog! the friend thy ſhoulders bore, 115 
t, niau'd in ſwimming, flotes remote from ſhore, 
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66 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
He graſps with fruitleſs hands to find relief, 
Supinely falls, and grinds his teeth with grief ; 
Plunging he ſinks, and ſtruggling mounts again, 
And ſinks, and ſtrives, but ſtrives with Fate in vain; 


The weighty moiſture clogs his hairy veſt, 1 


And thus the Prince his dying rage expreſt: 


« Nor thou, that fling'ſt me flound'ring from thy [ 


back, 


« As from hard rocks rebounds the ſhatt'ring wrack 
Nor thou ſhalt *fcape thy due, perfidious King! 1:88 


“ Puriu'd by vengeance on the ſwifteſt wing. 
« At land thy ſtrength could never equal mine; 
At lea to conquer, and by craft, was thine ; 


« But heav'n has gods, and gods have ſearching eve: 
« Ye Mice! ye Mice! my great avengers riſe.”” 1M 


This ſaid, he fighing gaſp'd, and gaſping dy'd; 
His death the young Lychopinax eſpy d, 
As on the flow'ry brink he paſs'd the day, 
Baſk'd in the beams, and loiter'd life away: 
Loud ſhrieks the Mouſe, his ſhrieks the ſhores repeat 
The nibbling nation learn their hero's fate 19 
Grief, diſmal grief, enſues ; deep murmurs ſound, 
And ſhriller fury fills the deaten'd ground: 
From lodge to lodge the facred heralds run, 
To fix their council with the riſing ſun 14 
Where great Troxartas crown'd in glory reigns, 
And winds his length'ning court beneath the piains: 
Pſycarpax' father, father now no more! 
For poor Plycarpax lies remote from ſhore; 
Supine he lies, the ſilent waters ſtand, 


And no kind billow wafts the dead to land! 146 


Book II. 


WIEN roſy- finger d Morn had ting'd the clouds 
Around their monarch-Mouſe the natis 
crowds ; 
Slow roſe the ſov'reign, heav'd his anxious breaſt, 
And thus the council, fill'd with rage, addreſt: 
„For loſt Plycarpax much my foul endures ; 
« *Tis mine the private grief, the public yours. 
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MISCELLANIES, 67 
Three warlike ſons adorn'd my nuptial bed, 

Three ſons, alas! before their father dead: 

Our eldeſt periſh'd by the rav'ning cat, 

As near my court the prince unheedful ſat ; 10 
our next an engine fraught with danger drew, 
The portal gap'd, the bait was hung in view; 
Dire arts aſſiſt the trap, the Fates decoy, 

And men unpitying kill'd my gallant boy 

The laſt, his country's hope, his parents” pride, 15 
Plung d in the lake by Phyſignathus, dy'd, 

# Roulc all to war, my Friends! avenge the deed, 
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; And bleed that monarch, and his nation bleed. 
His words in ev'ry breaſt inſpir'd alarms, | 
g eve and careful Mars ſupply'd their hoſt with arms. 20 


verdant hulls, deſpo:1id of all their beans, 

he buſkin'd warriors qtalk'd along the plains : 

Quills aptly bound their bracing corſelet made, 

xc'd with the plunder of a cat they flay'd ; 

he lamp's round boſs affords their ample ſhield; 25 

arge ſhells of nuts their cov'ring helmet yield, 

nd o'er the region, with reflected rays, 

all groves of needles tor their lances blaze. 

readful in arms the marching Mice appear; ; 

he wond'ring Frogs perceive the tumult near, . 

rfake the waters, thick' ning form a ring, 

d aſk and hearken whence the noiſes ſpring. 

hen near the crowd, diſclos'd to public view, 

he valiant chief Embaſichyti os drew; 

he ſacred herald's ſceptre grac'd his hand, 35 

nd thus his words expreſs'd his king's command: 

« Ye Frogs! the Nice, wich vengeance fir'd, ad- 

vance, | 

And, deck'd in armour, ſhake the ſhining lance ; 

clouds Their baplels prince by Phyſignathus ſlain, 

> natioMWExtends incumbent on the wat'ry plain; 40 
Then arm your hoſt, the doubtful battle try; 

reaſt, Read forth thoſe Frogs that have the foul to die.“ 

eſt: The chief retires, the crowd the challenge hear, 

8; nd proudly-{welling, yet perplex'd, appear; 
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Green was the {uit his arming heroes choſe, 


68 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
Much they reſent, yet much their monarch blame, 4 
Who, riſing, ſpoke to clear his tainted tame, 

O Friends! I never torc'd the Moule to death, 
Nor ſaw the gaſpings of his lateſt breath; 
He, vain of youth, our art ot ſwimming try'd, 
« And vent*rous, in the lake the wanton dy'd. « 
« 'To vengeance now by falſe appearance led, 
* They point their anger at my guiltleſs head, 
© But wage the riſing war by deep device, 
« And turn its fury on the crafty Mice. 
« Your king directs the way; my thoughts, elate ; 
« With hopes of conqueſt, form deſigns of tate, 
Where high the banks their verdant furtace heave, 
And the ſteep ſides confine the ſlceping wave, 
© There, near the margin, clad in armour bright, 
“ Suſtain the firſt impetuous ſhocks of fight; ( 
« Then where the dancing feather joins the creſt, 
© Let each brave Frog his obvious Mouſe arreft ; 
& Each ſtrongly graiping, headlong plunge a foe, 
& Till countleſs circles whirl the lake below: 
& Down fink the Mice in yielding waters drown'd, (lt 
&« Loud flaſh the waters, and the ſhores reſound; G 
« The Frogs triumphant tread the conquer*d plain, WF 
And raiſe their glorious trophies of the ſlain.” Wt. 
He ſpake no more; his prudent ſcheme impaits . 
Redoubling ardour to the boldeſt hearts. 7 


8 


Around their legs the greaves of mallows cloſe ; 
Green were the beets about their ſhoulders laid, 
And green the colewort which the target made: 
Form'd of the vary'd ſhells the waters yield, | 
Their gloſly helmets gliſtened o'er the field; 
And tap'ring ſea-reeds for the poliſh'd ipear, 
With upright order pierc'd the ambient air. ( 
Thus dreſs'd for war, they take th' appointed height 
? 
! 
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Poize the long arms, and urge the promis'd fight. 
But now, where Jove's wradiate ſpires ariſe, 

With ſtars ſurrounded in ethereal ſkies, 

(A ſolemn council cail'd,) the brazen gates | 

Unbar; the gods aſlume tueir golden eats; 


' MISCELLANIES, 69 
ne, re fire fuperior leans, and points to ſhow 85 
What wondrous combats mortals wage below : 

How ftrong, how large, the num'rous heroes ſtride ! 
W hat length of lance they ſhake with warlike pride! 
What eager fire their rapid march reveals! 
the fierce Centaurs ravag*d o'er the dales ; 90 
Ind ſo confirm'd the daring Titans roſe, 
Neap'd hills on hilis, and bid the gods be foes, 
This ſeen, the pow'r his facred viſage rears, 
e caſts a pitying [mile on worldly cares, 
nd aſks what heav'nly guardians take the liſt, gg. 
Ir who the Mice, or who the Frogs, aſſiſt? 
Then thus to Pallas: “If my daughter's mind 
Have join'd the Mice, why ſtays ſhe ſtill behind? 
E Drawn forth by ſav'ry ſteams they wind their way, 
And ſure attendance round thine altar pay, 100 
eſt, Where while the victims gratify their taſte, 
eſt; They ſport to pleaſe the goddeſs of the feaſt.“ 
foe, Thus ſpake the ruler of the ſpacious ſkies; 
t thus, reſolv'd, the blue-ey'd maid replies: 
nd, In vain, my Father! all their dangers plead, 105 
nd; To ſuch thy Pallas never grants her aid: 
plain, My flow'ry wreaths they petulantly ſpoil, 
in.“ And rob my cryſtal lamps of feeding oil; 
paits Hells following ills!) but what afflicts me more, 
My veil that idle race profanely tore: 110 
The web was curious, wrought with art divine; 
ſe ; Relentleſs Wretches! all the work was mine ! 
id, Along the loom the purple warp I ſpread, 
le: Caſt the light ſhoot, and croſs'd the ſilver thread; 
ln this their teeth a thouſand breaches tear, 115 
The thouſand breaches ſkilful hands repair, 
For which vile earthly duns thy daughter grieve 
(The gods, that uſe no coin, have none to give, 
ch beige And learning's goddeſs never leſs can owe, 
fight. 1 Neglefted learning gains no wealth below.) 120 
le, Nor let the Frogs to win my ſuccour ſue z 
Thoſe clam'rous fools have loſt my favour too: 
For late, when all the conflicts ceas'd at night, 
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When my ſtretch'd finews work'd with eager fight; 
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70 PARNELI's POEMS, 
e When, ſpent with glorious toil, I left the field, 1 
ce And ſunk for ſlumber on my (welling ſhield, 
&« Lo, from the deep, repelling ſweet nepole, 
«© With noiſy croakings half the nat ion roſe: 
& Devoid of reſt, with aching brows I lay, 
« Till cocks proclaim'd the crimſon dawn of day. 1} 
« Let all, like me, from either hoſt forbear, 
t Nor tempt the flying furies of the ſpear, 
4 Leſt heay*nly blood {or what for blood may flow) 
c Adorn the conqueſt of a meaner toe. 11 
c“ Some daring Mouſe may meet the wondrous odds, 
«© Tho? gods oppole, and brave the wounded gods; 
« O'er gilded clouds reclin'd the danger view, 
& And be the wars of mortal ſcenes for you.” 

So mov'd the blue-ey'd Queen ; her inp ſuade 
Great Jove aflented, and the reſt obey'd. 14 


Book III. 


Now front to front the marching armies ſhine, 
Halt ere they meet, and form the length'ni 
line: 

The chiefs conſpicuous ſeen, and heard aſar, 
Give the loud ſignal to the ruſhing war; 
Their dreadful trumpets deep-mouth'a hornets ſound 
The ſounded charge remurmurs o'er the ground; 
E'en Jove proclaims a field of horror nigh, 
And rolls low thunder thro” the troubled iky, 

Firſt to the fight the large Hypſiboas flew, 
And brave Lychenor with a javelin flew : 
The luckleſs warrior, fill'd with gen'rous flame, 
Stood fore moſt glitt'ring in the poſt of fame, 
When in his liver ſtruck the jav'lin hung, 
The Mouſe fell thund'ring, and the target rung; 
Prone to the ground he ſinks his cloſing eye, ' 
And ſoil'd in duſt his lovely treſſes lie. 

A ſpear at Pelion Troglodytes caſt, 
The miſſive ſpear within the boſom paſt; 
Death's ſable ſhades the fainting Frog ſurround, 
And Jite's red tide runs ebbing from the wound, 


MISCELLANIES» 71 
baſichytros felt Scutlæus' dart 
ransfix and quiver in his panting heart; 
it great Artophagus aveng'd the ſlain, 
ud big Scutlæus tumbling loads the plain: 
1d Polyphonus dies, a Frog renown'd 25 
r boaſttul ſpeech and turbulence of ſound; 
ep thro" the belly pierc'd, ſupine he lay, 

d breath'd his ſoul againſt the face of day. 
The ſtrong Lymnocharis, who view'd with ire 
W victor triumph and a friend expire, 30 
ith heaving arms a rocky fragment caught, 
nd fiercely flung where Troglodytes fought, 
A warrior vers'd in arts of ture retreat, 
Wt arts in vain elude impending tate,) 

l on his ſinewy neck the fragment fell, 35 
nd o'er his eye-lids clouds eternal dwell, 
chenor (ſecond of the glorious name) 
iding advanc'd, and took no wand'ring aim 
Wro' all the Frog the ſhining jav'lin flies, 
d near the vanquiſh'd Moute the victor dies. 49 
Tue dreadiul ſtroke Crambophagus affrights, 
dng bred to banquets, leis inur'd to fights; 
edleſs he runs, and ſtumbles o'er the ſteep, 
d wildly flound' ring flaſhes up the deep ; 
chenor following with a downward blow, 45 
ach*d in the lake his unrecover'd foe ; 
aſping he rolls, a purple ſtream of blood 
ſtains the ſurtace of the ſilver flood; 
pro' the wide wound the ruſhing entrails throng, 
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d flow the breathleis carcale floats along. 50 


imniſius good Tyroglyphus aflails, 

ince of the Mice that haunt the flow'ry vales; 

t to the milky farcs and rural teat, 

came to periſh on the bank of Fate. . 
he dread Pternoglyphus demands the fight, 55 
lich tender Calaminthius thuns by flight ; 

ops the green target, ſpringing quits the foe, 

wes thro' the lake, and fatciy dives below; 

dire Pternophagus divides his way 

ue breaking ranks, and leads the dreadful day, 6g 
« 


ind, 
ind. 


— — — — en IE 


- > on ane _—_—___—_—____— 22 


72 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
No nibbling prince excell'd in fierceneſs more, 
His parents fed him on the {avage boar; 
But where his lance the field with blood imbru'd, 
Swift as he mov*d Hydrocharis purſu'd, 
Till fall'n in death he lies; a ſhatt'ring ſtone 
Sounds on the neck, and cruſhes all the bone; 
His blood pollutes the verdure of the plain, 
And from his noſtrils burſts the guſhing brain. 
Lychopinax with Borborocates fights, 
A blameleſs Frog, whom humbler life delights; 
The fatal jav*lin unrelenting flies, 
And darkneſs ſeals the gentle croaker's eyes. 
Incens'd Praſſophagus with ſpritely bound 
Bears Cnifſodioftes off the riſing ground, 
Then drags him o'er the lake depriv'd of breath, 
And downward plunging, ſinks his ſoul to death. 
But now the great Piycarpax ſhines afar, 
(Scarce he ſo great whole loſs provok'd the war,) 
Swift to revenge his fatal jav'lin fled, 
And thro? the liver ſtruck Peluſius dead; 
His freckled corple before the victor Zell, 
His ſoul indignant ſought the ſhades of hell. 
This ſaw Pelobates, and from the flood 
Heav*d with both hands a monſtrous mals of mud; 
The cloud obſcene o'er all the hero flies, $4 
Diſhonours his brown face, and blots his eyes: 
Enrag'd, and wildly ſputt'ring, from the ſhore 
A ſtone immenſe of ſize the warrior bore, 
A load for lab'ring earth, (whoſe bulk to raiſe 
Aſks ten degen'rate Mice of modern days,) 
Full on the leg arrives the cruſhing wound 
The Frog ſupportleſs writhes upon the ground. 
Thus fluih'd, the victor wars with matchle1s ſorc 
Till loud Craugaſides arreſts his courſe : 
| Hoarſe-croaking threats precede; with fatal ſpeed-5 
Deep thro' the belly run the pointed reed, 
Then ſtrongly tugg'd, return'd imbru'd with gore, 
And on the pile his recking entrails bore, 
The lame Sitophagus, oppreſs'd with pain, 
Creeps from the deſp'rate dangers of the plain; 1 
| 4+ 


MISCELLANIES? 71 

d where the ditches riſing weeds ſupply 

d ſpread their lowly ſhades beneath the (ky, 

gere lurks the filent Mouſe reliev'd from heat, 

d fafe embower'd avoids the chance of Fate. 

But here Troxartas, Phyſignathus there, 10g 
hirl the dire furies of the pointed you's 

t where the foot around its ancle plies, 

Foxartas wounds, and Phyſignathus flies, 

Its to the pool, a ſafe retreat to find, 

d trails a dangling length of leg behind 10 

e Mouſe ſtill urges, ſtill the Frog retires, 

dd half in anguiſh of the flight expires. 

hen pious ardour young Praſſæus brings 

wixt the fortunes of contending kings; 

k, harmleſs Frog! with forces hardly grown, x1 5 

darts the reed in combats not his own, 

ich faintly tinkling on Troxartas' ſhield, 

gs at the point, and drops upon the field. 

ow nobly tow'ring o'er the reſt appears 

gallant prince, that far tranſcends his years, 120 

de of his fire, and glory of his houſe, 

more a Mars in combat than a Mouſe; 

action bold, robuſt his ample frame, 

Meridarpax his reſounding name. 

warrior, ſingled from the fighting crowd, 125 

lts the dire honours of his arms « A ; 

en ſtrutting near the lake, with looks elate, 

all its nations threats approaching fate : 

d ſuch his ſtrength, the ſilver lakes around 

zut roll their waters o'er unpeopled ground; 130 
pow'rful Jove, who ſhews no leſs his grace 

Frogs that periſh than to human race, 

loft compaſſion riſing in his ſoul, 

d ſhook his ſacred head, that ſhook the pole; 

n thus to all the gazing pow'rs began 135 

e lire of gods, and Frogs, and Mice, and man. 
What ſeas of blood I view! what worlds of ſlain l 

an Iliad riſing from a day's campaign! 

os fierce his jav'lin o'er the trembling lakes 

he black tuzz'd hero * ſhakes ! 140 
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74 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
& Unleſs ſome fav*ring deity deſcend, 
& Soon will the Frogs” loquacious empire end, 
& Let dreadful Pallas, wing'd with pity, fly, 
“ And make her ZEgis blaze before his eye, 
&« While Mars, refulgent on his rattling car, 
« Arreſts his raging rival of the war,” 

He ceas'd, reclining with attentive head, 
When thus the glorious god of combats ſaid ; 
« Nor Pallas, Jove, tho? Pallas take the field 
« With all the terrors of her hiſſing ſhield, 1 
& Nor Mars himſelf, tho* Mars in armour bright 
& Aſcend his car, and wheel amidſt the fight 
«© Not theſe can drive the deſp'rate Mouſe afar, 
« Or change the fortunes of the bleeding war; 
« Let all go forth, all heav'n in arms ariſe, 1; 
% Or launch thy own red thunder from the ſkies; 
« Such ardent bolts as flew that wondrous day, 
„When heaps of Titans mix'd with mountains lay 
« When all the giant-race enormous fell, 
« And huge Enceladus was hurl'd to hell.“ or. 

*Twas thus th' armipotent advis'd the gods, Bu 
When from his throne the Cloud-compeller nods; Pa 
Deep-length'ning thunders run from pole to pole, {War 
Olympus trembles as the thunders roll : 

Then ſwift he whirls the brandiſh'd bolt around, 1 
And headiong darts it at the diſtant ground; 
The bolt diicharg'd, inwrapp'd with lightning, fl 
And rends its flaming paſſage thro” the ſkies, 
Then earth's inhabitants, the Nibblers, ſhake; 
And Frogs, the dwellers in the, waters, quake: 1! 
Vet ſtill the Mice advance their dread Le 

And the laſt danger threats the croaking line, 
Fill Jove, that inly mourn'd the lots they bore, 
With {trange aſſiſtants fill'd the frighted ſhore. 1 

Pour'd trom the neighb'ring ſtrand, detorm'd 
They march, a ſudden unexpected crew ! * [vi 
Strong ſuits of armour round their bodies cloſe, 
Which, like thick anvils, blunt the force oi blows 
In wheeling marches turn'd oblique they go; 
With harpy claws their limbs divide below z ! 
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ll ſheers the paſſage to their mouth command; 

rom out the fleſh their bones by nature ſtand ; 

$:0ad ſpread their backs, their ſhining ſhoulders riſe ; 

Pnnumber'd joints diſtort their lengthen'd thighs ; 

ith nervous cords their hands are firmly brac'd; x85 

Their round black eyeballs in their boſom plac'd z 

Dn eight long feet the wondrous warriors tread, 

And either end alike ſupplies a head: 

Theſe mortal wits to call the Crabs agree; 

The gods have other names for things than we. 190 

Now where the jointures from their loins depend, 

The heroes? tails with ſev'ring graſps they rend; 

Here ſhort of feet, depriv'd the pow'r to fly, 

There without hands, upon the field they lie: 

rench*d from their holds, and ſcatter'd all around, 

he bended lances heap the cumber'd ground. 196 

Helpleſs amazement, tear purtuing fear, 

And mad contution thro? their hoſt appear; 

O'er the wild waſte with headlong flight they go, 

Or creep, conceal'd, in vaulted holes below. 200 

But down Olympus to the weltern ſeas 

1s; Far. ſhooting Phoebus drove with fainter rays, 

e, And a whole war (ſo Jove ordain'd) begun, 

Was fought, and ceas'd, in one revolving ſun. 204 
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PART OF THE FIRST CANTO OF 
THE RAPE OF THE LOCK. 


AND now unveil'd, the toilette ſtands diſplay'd, 
Each filver vaſe in myſtic order laid. 

Firſt, rob'd in white, the Nymph intent adores, 

With head uncover'd, the coſmetic pow'rs. 

A heav*nly image in the glaſs appears, 

To that ſhe bends, to that her eyes ſhe rears : 

Th' inferior prieſteſs, at her altar's fide, 

Trembling begins the ſacred rites of pride. 

Unnumber'd treaſures ope at once, and here 

The various off*rings of the world appear; 

From each ſhe nicelySulls with curious toil, 

And decks the goddeſs with the glitt*ring ſpoil, 


This caſket India's glowing gems unlocks, vi 
And all Arabia breathes from yonder box. | ww 
The tortoiſe here and elephant unite, 1 


Transform'd to combs, the ſpeckled and the white. Im 


i... — 


A TRANSLATION OF PART OF THE FIRST CANTO OF 
THE RAPE OF THE LOCK, 


Into Leonine Verſe, after the Manner of the ancient Monk, 


EIL nunc dilectum ſpeculum, pro more retectum, 
Emicat in mensa, quæ ſplendet pyxide densà: 

Tum primum lympha, ſe purgat candida Nympha; 

Jamque fine menda, cceleſtis imago videnda, 

Nuda caput, bellos retinet, regit, implet, ocellos. 

Hac ſtupet explorans, ſeu cultus numen adorans. 

Inferior claram Pythoniſſa apparet ad aram, 

Fertque tibi caute, dicatque ſuperbia! Jlante, 

Dona venuſta ; oris, quz cunctis, plena laboris, 

Excerpta explorat, dominamque deamque decorat. 

Pyxide devota, ſe pandit hic fndia tota, 

Et tota ex iſta tranſpirat Arabia ciſta ; 

Teſtudo hic flectit, dum ſe mea Leſbia petit; 

Atque elephas lent, te pectit Leſbia dente; 

Hunc maculis noris, nivei jacet ille coloris. 

Hic jacet et munde, mundus muliebris abundt ; 
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ere files of pins extend their ſhining rows, 

s, powders, patches, Bibles, billet-doux. 

Wow awful Beauty puts on all its arms, 

The fair each moment riſes in her charms, 

Wepairs her ſmiles, awakens ev'ry grace, 

Ind calls forth all the wonders of her face; 
es by degrees a purer bluſh ariſe, 

Wnd keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 

Ihe buſy Sylphs ſurround their darling care, 

Theſe ſet the head, and thoſe divide the hair; 

me fold the ſleeve, while others plait the gown, 
d Betty's prais'd for labours not her own. 

4 


| inula reſplendens æris longo ordine pendens, 
plvis ſuavis odore, et piſtola ſuavis amore. 

luit arma ergo, Veneris pulcherrima virgo ; 

1; chrior in præſens tempus de tempore creſcens z 


te, m reparat riſus, jam ſurgit gratia visus, 
— n promit cultu, mirac'la latentia vultu. 
x agmina jam miſcet, quo plus ſua purpura gliſcet, 


| geminans bellis ſplendet mage fulgor ocellis. 

ant lemures muti, Nymphe intentique ſaluti, 

Ic figit Zonam, capiti, locat ille coronam, 

ec manicis formam, plicis dat et altera normam: 
tibi vel Betty, tibi vel nitidiſſima Letty ! 

loria factorum temerè concedirur horum. 
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AY ZLIGY, TO AN OLD BEAUTY, 


T* vain, poor Nymph ! to pleaſe our youthful ſig, 
You ſleep in cream and frontlets all the night, 
Your face with patches ſoil, with paint repair, 
Dreſs with gay gowns, and ſhade with foreign hair; 
Tf truth in ſpite of manners muſt be told, | 
Why, really, fifty-five is ſomething old. 

Once you were young, or one, whoſe life's ſo log 
She might have borne my mother, tells me wrong: 
And once (ſince Envy's dead before you die) 
The women own you play'd a ſparkling eye, 
Taught the light foot a modiſn little trip, 
And pouted with the prettieſt purple lip. 

To ſome new charmer are the roſes fled, 
Which blew to damaſk all thy cheek with red ; 
Youth calls the Graces there to fix their reign, 
And airs by thouſands fill their eaſy train. 
So parting Summer bids her flow'ry prime 
Attend the ſun to dreſs ſome foreign clime, 
While with'ring ſeaſons in ſucceſſion, here, 
Strip the gay gardens, and deform the year. | 

But thou (ſince Nature bids) the world reſign, 
*Tis now thy daughter's daughter's time to ſhine; 
With more addreſs (or ſuch as pleaſes more) 
She runs her female exerciſes o'er, 
Unturls or cloſes, raps or turns the fan, 
And ſmiles, or bluſhes, at the creature Man: 
With quicker life, as gilded coaches paſs, 
In fideling courteſy ſhe drops the glaſs: 
With better ſtrength, on viſit-days, ſhe bears, 
To mount her fifty * of ample ſtairs. f 
Her mein, her ſhape, her temper, eyes, and tongut 
Are ſure to conquer —for the rogue 1s young; 
And all that's madly wild, or oddly gay, 
We call it only pretty Fanny's way. 

Let time, that makes you homely, make you ſagt 
The ſphere of wiſdom is the ſphere of age. j 
»Tis true, when beauty dawns with early fire, 
And hears the flatt'ring tongues of ſoft defire, 
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not from virtue, from its graveſt ways 
he ſoul with pleaſing avocation ſtrays ; 40 
ut beauty gone, tis eaſier to be wile, 
As harpers better by the loſs of eyes. 

Henceforth retire, reduce your roving airs, 
launt leſs the plays, and more the public pray'rs; 
eject the Mechlin head and gold brocade, 45 
Fo pray, in ſober Norwich crape array'd. 

hy pendent di'monds let thy Fanny take, 
Their trembling luſtre ſhows how much you ſhake,) 
Dr bid her wear thy necklace row'd with pearl, 
F ou'll find your Fanny an obedient girl, 50 
V for the reſt, with leſs incumbrance hung, 
Wou walk thro life unmingled with the young, 
And view the ſhade and ſubſtance as you paſs, 
With joint endeavour trifling at the glaſs, 
Ir Folly dreſs'd, and rambling all her days, 55 
To meet her counterpart, and grow by praiſe ; 
Tet ſtill ſedate yourlelf, and gravely plain, 
ou neither fret nor envy at the vain, 
| 'Twas thus (if man with woman we compare) 
be wiſe Athenian croſs'd a glittering fair; 60 
i nmov'd by tongues and fights he walk'd the place, 
ne; hro' tape, toys, tinſel, gimp, perfume, and lace, 
Then bends from Mars's Hill his awful eyes, 
and © What a world I never want?“ he cries ; 
but cries unheard ; for Folly will be free; 65 
o parts the buzzing gaudy crowd and he: 
s careleſs he for them, as they for him; 
le wrapt in wiſdom, and they whirl'd by whim, 68 
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THE BOOK-WORM. 


OME hither, Boy! we'll hunt to-day 
The Book-worm, ravening beaſt of prey, 

'roduc'd by parent Earth, at odds 

As Fame reports it) with the gods. 

i ag frantic hunger wildly drives $ 

WW 54inſt a thouſand authors? lives: 

hro' all the fields of wit he flies; 
ſreadful his head with cluſt'ring eyes, 
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With horns without, and tuſks within, 
And ſcales to ſerve him for a ſkin, 
Obſerve him nearly, left he climb 

To wound the bards of ancient time, 
Or down the vale of Fancy go 
To tear ſome modern wretch below; 
On ev'ry corner fix thine eye, 
Or ten to one he lips thee by. 

See where his teeth a paſſage eat; 
We'll rouſe him from the deep retreat, 
But who the ſhelter's forc'd to give? 
*Tis ſacred Virgil, as I live! 

From leaf to leaf, from ſong to ſong, 
He draws the tadpole form along, 

He mounts the gilded edge before; 
He's up, he ſcuds the cover o'er 

He turns, he doubles; there he paſt, 
And here we have him caught at laſt. 

Inſatiate Brute! whole teeth abuſe 
The ſweeteſt ſervants of the Muſe ; 
(Nay, never offer to deny, 

I took thee in the fact to fly.) 

His roſes nipt in ev'ry page, 

My poor Anacreon mourns thy rage 
By thee my Ovid wounded lies 

By thee my Leſbia's Sparrow dies; 
Thy rabid teeth have half deſtroy'd 
The work of Love in Biddy Floyd; 
They rent Belinda's locks away, 
And ſpoil'd the Nouzelind of Gay. 
For all, for ev'ry ſingle deed, 
Relentleſs Juſtice bids thee bleed. 
Then fall a victim to the Nine, 
Myſelf the prieſt, my deſk the ſhrine, 

Bring Homer, Virgil, Taſlo, near, 
To pile a ſacred altar here. 

Hold, Boy! thy hand out-runs thy wit, 
You reach'd the plays that D———s writ 
You reach'd me Ph 's ruſtic ſtrain; 
Pray take your mortal bards again. 
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a here between his num'rous eyes 
his venerable duſt I lay, 

vm manuſcripts juſt ſwept away. 

be goblet in my hand I take, 

Wor the libation's yet to make,) 
health to Poets! all their days 

Ky they have bread as well as praiſe! 

pie may they ſeek, and leſs engage 

papers fill'd with party-rage! 

It if their riches ſpoil their vein, 

$ Muſes! make them poor again. 

Now bring the weapon, yonder blade, 

th which my tuneful pens are made. 

rike the ſcales that arm thee round, 

d twice and thrice I print the wound; 
ſacred altar floats with red ; 

A now he dies, and now he's dead. 

How like the ſon of Jove I ſtand, 

bs Hydra ſtretch'd beneath my hand! 
bare the monſter's entrails here, 

ſee what dangers threat the year: 

Gods! what Sonnets on a wench ! 

at lean Tranſlations out of French! 
plain, this lobe is ſo unſound, 
prints before the months go round. 

ut hold, before I cloſe the ſcene, 
ſacred altar ſhould be clean, 

had I Sh——1l's ſecond bays, 

T——! thy pert and humble lays, 

Pair! forgive me when I vow 

er miſs'd your Works till now,) 

ar the leaves to wipe the ſhrine, 

t only way you pleaſe the Nine, ) 

ce I chance to want theſe two, 

lake the ſongs of D———y do. 

nt from the corpſe, on yonder pin 

> the ſcales that brac'd it in; 

g my ſtudious morning gown, 

nite my own inſcription down, 
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40 


come, bind the victim There he lies, 
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In Jove's eternal ſable head, 


Vs PARNELL'S POEMS, 
6 This trophy, from the Python won, 

Ec This robe, in which the deed was done, 
& 'Theſe Parnell, glorying in the feat, 
&« Hung on theſe ſhelves, the Muſes? ſeat. 
&« Here Ignorance and Hunger found 
Large realms of wit to ravage round; 
& Here Ignorance and Hunger fell; 
& Two foes in one I ſent to hell. 
& Ye Poets! who my labours ſee, 
Come ſhare the triumph all with me: 
« Ye Critics! born to vex the Muſe, 
& Go mourn the grand ally you loſe.” 


AN ALLEGORY ON MAN. 


A THOUGHTFUL being, long and ſpare, 
| Our race of mortals call him Care, 
{Were Homer living, well he knew 
What name the gods have call'd him too,) 
With fine mechanic genius wrought, 
And lov'd to work, tho? no one hought, 
This being, by a model bred 


Contriv'd a ſhape impower'd to breathe, 
And be the worldling here beneath. 
The man roſe ſtaring, like a (take, 
Wond'ring to ſee himſelf awake 
Then look'd fo wiſe, before he knew 
The bus'neſs he was made to do, 
That, pleas'd to ſee with what a grace 
He gravely ſhew*d his forward face, 
Jove talk'd of breeding him on high, 
An under-ſomething of the ſky. 
But ere he gave the mighty nod, 
Which ever binds a poet's god, 
(For which his curls ambroſial ſhake, 
And Mother Earth's oblig'd to quake,) 
He ſaw old Mother Earth ariſe, 
She ſtood confeſs'd before his eyes, 
But not with what we read ſhe wore, 
A. caſtle for a crown before, 


MISCELLANIES, $3 
or with long ſtreets and longer roads, 

angling behind her like commodes ; 

s yet with wreaths alone ſhe dreſt, 

d trail'd a landſcape- painted veſt 39 
en thrice ſhe rais'd, (as Ovid ſaid,) 

{ thrice ſhe bow'd—her weighty head. 

Her honours made, „Great Jove,”” the cry'd, 

his thing was taſhion'd from my fide; 

His hands, his heart, his head, are mine, 35 
Then what haſt thou to call him thine ?”? 

« Nay rather aſk,” the monarch ſaid, 

hat boots his hand, his heart, his head ? 

ere what I gave remov'd away, 

hy part's an idle ſhape of clay.“ 

« Halves, more than halves,“ cry'd honeſt Care 
Your pleas would make your titles fair; 

ou claim the body, you the ſoul, 

But I, who join'd them, claim the whole.“ 

Thus with the gods debate began 45 
ſuch a trivial cauſe as Man. 

And can celeſtial tempers rage?“ 

oth Virgil, in a latter age. 

\s thus they wrangled, Time came by; 


40 
5 


r what the fabling Ancients ſung 

kes Saturn old when Time was young.) 

yet his winters had not ſhed 

teir filver honours on his head; 

juſt had got his pinions free 55 
m his old ire Eternity. 

erpent girdled round he wore, 

te tail within the mouth before, 

which our almanacs are clear, 

at learned Egypt meant the year. 60 
taff he carry d, where on high 

glaſs was fix*d to mealure by, 

amber boxes made a thow 

heads of canes an age ago. 

 velt, for day and night, was py'd, 65 
dending fickle arm'd his fide, 


here's none that paint him ſuch as I, 50 
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84 PARNELL's POEMS, 
And Spring's new months his train adorn 
The other ſeaſons were unborn. 

Known by the gods, as near he draws, 
They make him umpire of the cauſe. 
O'er a low trunk his arm he laid, 

8 ſince his hours a dial made,) 

hen leaning, heard the nice debate, 

And thus pronounc'd the words of Fate: 

« Since body from the parent Earth, 
ce And ſoul from Jove, receiv'd a birth, 
« Return they where they firſt began; 

« But ſince their union makes the man, 
« Till Jove and Earth ſhall part theſe two, 
« To Care, who join'd them, Man is due.“ 

He ſaid, and ſprung with ſwift career 
To trace a circle for the year; 

Where ever ſince the ſeaſons wheel, 
And tread on one another's heel. 

6 Tis well,” ſaid Jove; and for conſent 
Thund'ring he ſhook the firmament 


« Our umpire Time ſhall have his way; 145 
« With Care I let the creature ſtay: 50 
« Let bus'neſs vex him, av' rice blind, _ 
« Let doubt and knowledge rack his mind; * 
« Let Error act, Opinion ſpeak, 
cc And Want afflit, and Sickneſs break, y 1 
&« And Anger burn, Dejection chill, d | 
« And Joy diſtract, and Sorrow kill; y El 
« Till, arm'd by Care, and taught to mow, L ne 


« Time draws the long deſtructive blow, 
« And waſted man, whoſe quick decay 
Comes hurrying on before his day, 

« Shall only find, by this decree, 

« The ſoul flies ſooner back to me. 


MISCELLANIES, 


AN IMITATION OF SOME 
FRENCH VERSES. 


d ELENTLESS Time! deſtroying pow'r, 
N Whom ſtone and braſs obey, 

Who giv'ſt to ev'ry flying hour 

Eo work ſome new decay; 


heard, unheeded, and unſeen, 

Thy ſecret ſaps prevail, 

nd ruin man, a nice machine, 
Nature form'd to fail. 


y change arrives z the change I meet 
fore I thought it nigh ; 

y ſpring, my years of pleaſure fleet, 
xd all their beauties die. 


age I ſearch, and only find 

poor unfruitful gain, 

rave Wiſdom ſtalking flow behind, 
ppreſs'd with loads ot pain. 


y ignorance could once beguile, 
d tancy*d joys inſpire z 

y errors cheriſh'd Hope to ſmile 
| newly-born Deſire: 


it now experience ſhews the bliſs 
r which I fondly ſought, 

t worth the long impatient wiſh, 
d ardour of the thought, 


youth met Fortune fair array'd, 

all her pomp ſhe ſhone, ) 

d might, perhaps, have well eſſay d 
make her gifts my 1 7 
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But when I ſaw the bleſſings ſhow'r 
On ſome unworthy mind, 


| 

| J left the chace, and owa'd the pow'r 
| Was juſtly painted blind, 
| 
| 


I paſs'd the glories which adorn 

The ſplendid courts of kings; 

And while the perſons mov'd my ſcorn, 
I role to ſcorn the things. 


My manhood felt a vig'rous fire, 
By love increas'd the more; 
But years, with coming years, conſpire 
To break the chains I wore. 
In weakneſs ſafe, the ſex I ſee 
With idle luſtre ſhine; 
| 

| 

| 

| 


For what are all their joys to me, 
Which cannot now be mine ? 


But hold—I feel my gout decreaſe, 

My troubles laid to relt 

And truths, which would diſturb my peace, 
Are painful truths at beſt, 


Vainly the time I have to roll 

In fad reflection flies; 

Ye tondling Paſſions of my foul! 
Ye {ſweet Deceits! arile. 


I wiſely change the ſcene within 
To things that us'd to pleaſe 3 
In pain philoſophy is ſpleen, 
In health *tis only cate. 
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A NICHT IESE, ON DEATH, 


vy the blue taper's trembling light 
p No more I waſte the — 1 night, 
Intent with endleſs view to pore 

The ichoolmen and the ſages o'er ; 
; heir books from wiſdom widely ſtray, 
r point at belt the longeſt way: 
Il ſeck a readier path, and go 
AV hoe wiiddom's ſurely taught below. 
How deep yon” azure dyes the (ky! 
Where orbs of gold unnumber'd lie, 
While thro” their ranks, in filver pride, 
T be netber creſcent ſeems to glide, 
T he ſlumb'ring breeze torgets to breathe, 
The lake is ſmooth and clear beneath; 
JV here once again the ſpangled ſhow 
deſcends to mect our eyes below; 
The grounds which on the right aſpire, 

In dimneſs from the view retire 
The left preſents a place of graves, 
hole wall the ſilent water laves. 

hat ſteeple guides thy doubtful fight 
Among the livid gleams of night; 
El here paſs, with melancholy ſtate, 
By all the ſolemn heaps of Fate, 
ind think, as ſoftly-ſad you tread 
Above the venerable dead, 
Time was like thee they life poſſeſt, 
And Time ſhall be that thou ſhalt reſt.” 
Thoſe graves, with bending ofier bound, 
That nameleſs heave the crumbled ground, 
Quick to the glancing thought diſcloſe 
here Toil and Poverty repole. 
The flat ſmooth ſtones that bear a name, 
he chiſſel's {lender help to fame, 
(Which ere our (et of friends decay 
[their frequent ſteps may wear away,) 
middle race of mortals own, 
Men half ambitious, all unknown. 
H 2 
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The marble tombs that riſe on high, 
Whoſe dead in vaulted arches lie, 
Whoſe pillars ſwell with ſculptur'd ſtones, 
Arms, angels, epitaphs, and bones, 
Theſe (all the poor remains of ſtate) 
Adorn the rich, or praiſe the great, 
Who while on earth in fame they live, 
Are ſenſeleſs of the fame they give. 

Ha! while I gaze pale Cynthia fades, 
The burſting earth unveils the ſhades ! 
All flow, and wan, and wrapp'd with ſhrouds, 
They riſe in viſionary crowds, 
And all with ſober accent cry, 

4 Think, Mortal! what it is to die.“ 

Now from yon black and fun'ral yew, 
That bathes the charnel-houſe with dew, 
Methinks J hear a voice begin, 

(Ye Ravens! ceaſe your croaking din: 
Ye tolling Clocks! no time reſound 

O' er the long lake and midnight ground ;) 
It ſends a peal of hollow groans, 

Thus ſpeaking from among the bones: 

“ When men my ſcythe and darts ſupply, 
« How great a king of fears am I! 

« 'They view me like the laſt of things; 

« They make, and then they dread, my ſtings. 
“ Fools! if you leſs provok'd your fears, 

*« No more my ſpectre- form appears. 

“ Death's but a path that muſt be trod, 

« If man would ever paſs to God; 

« A port of calms, a ſtate of eaſe 

& From the rough rage of ſwelling ſeas.” 

Why then thy flowing ſable ſtoles, 

Deep pendent cypreſs, mourning poles, 
Looſe ſcarfs to fall athwart thy weeds, 
Long palls, drawn hearſes, cover'd ſteeds, 
And plumes of black, that, as they tread, 
Nod o'er the *{cutcheons of the dead? 

Nor can the parted body know, 

Nor wants the ſoul, theſe forms of woe. 
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men who long in priſon dwell, 
ith lamps that glimmer round the cell, 80 
Thene'er their ſuff *ring years are run, 
ring forth to greet the glitt'ring ſun; 
ch joy, tho' far tranſcending ſenſe, 
are pious ſouls at parting hence. 
earth, and in the body plac'd, 85 
ſew and evil years they waſte; 
t when their chains are caſt aſide, 
the glad ſcene unfolding wide; 
ap the glad wing, and tow'r away, 
d mingle with the blaze of day. | go 


4 
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THE HORSE AND THE OLIVE. 


WIr moral tale let ancient wiſdom move, 
Whillt thus I ſing to make the Moderns wiſe 3 
rong Neptune once with ſage Minerva ſtrove, 
driſing Athens was the victor's prize. = 


by 


Neptune Plutus, (guardian pow'r of gain, ) 5 
great Minerva bright Apollo ſtood ; 

t Jove, ſuperior, bade the ſide obtain 

hich beſt contriv'd to do the nation good. 


en Neptune ſtriking, from the parted ground 
e warhke Horle came pawing on the plain, 10 
nd as it toſs'd its mane, and pranc'd around, 
By this, he cries, „I'll make the people reign,” 


e goddeſs, ſmiling, gently bow'd her ſpear, 

And rather thus they ſhall be bleſs'd,”* ſhe ſaid: 
den upward ſhooting in the vernal air, 15 
ith loaded boughs the fruitful Olive ſpread. 


ve ſaw what gift the rural pow'rs deſign'd, 

nd took th* impartial ſcales, reſolv*d to ſhow 
greater bliſs in warlike pomp we find, 

in the calm which peaceful times beſtow. 20 


Neptune's part he plac'd victorious days, 

ay trophies won, and fame extending wide; 
u Plenty, Safety, Science, Arts, and Eaſe, 
nerya's ſcale with greater weight ſupply'd, 
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PARNELL'S POEMS, 
Fierce War devours whom gentle peace would ſay; 
Sweet Peace reſtores what angry War deſtroys; 
War made for Peace with that rewards the brave, 
While Peace its pleaſures from itſelf enjoys, 


Hence vanquiſh'd Neptune to the ſea withdrew, 
Hence wiſe Minerva tul'd Athenian lands; 
Her Athens hence in arts and honours grew, 
And till her Olives deck pacific hands. 


From fables thus diſcloſs'd, a monarch's mind 
May form juſt rules to chuſe the truly great; 
And ſubje&ts, weary'd with diſtreſſes, find 
Whoſe kind endeavours moſt befriend the flate, 


E'en Britain here may learn to place her love, 
If cities won her kingdom's wealth have coſt; 
If Anna's thoughts the patriot ſouls approve, 
Whole cares reſtore that wealth the wars had loft. , 


But if we aſk, the moral to diſcloſe, 
Whom her beſt patronneſs Europa calls, 
Great Anna's title no exception knows, 


And, unapply'd in this, the fable falls. 


With her nor Neptune or Minerva vies : ( 
Whene'er ſhe pleas'd her troops to conqueſt flew ; 
Whene'er ſhe pleaſes peaceful times ariſe ; 

She gaye the Horſe, and gives the Olive too, 


THE THIRD SATIRE OF DR. DONNE, 
VERSIFIED BY DR. PARNELL. 


OMPASSION checks my ſpleen, yet ſcorn denies 

EV The tears a paſſage through my ſwelling eyes 

To laugh or weep at fins might idly ſhow 

Wnheedful paſſion or unfruittul woe. 

Patire! ariſe, and try thy ſharper ways, 5 
If ever ſatire cur'd an old diſeaſe. 

Is not Religion (heav'n- deſcended dame!) 

As worthy all our ſoul's devouteſt flame, 

As Moral Virtue in her early ſway, 

When the beſt Heathens ſaw by doubtful day! 10 
Ate not the joys, the promis'd joys above, 

As great and ſtrong to vaniſh earthly love 

As earthly glory, tame, reſpect, and ſhow, 

As all rewards their virtue found below? 

Alas! Religion proper means prepares; 1 
Theſe means are ours, and mult its end be theirs ? 
And ſhall thy father's ſpirit meet the fight 

Df Heathen ſages cloth'd in heav*nly light, 

Whoſe merit of ſtrict lite, ſeverely ſuited 

To Reaſon's dictates, may be faith imputed, 20 
Whilt thou, to whom he taught the nearer road, 

Art ever baniſh'd from the bleſs'd abode ? 


ſe; 


! / 


t. 


| THE THIRD SATIRE OF DR. DONNE. 


KIND Pity checks my ſpleen, brave Scorn forbids 
Thoſe tears to iſſue which ſwell my eye-lids. 

muſt not laugh nor weep fins, but be wiſe; 

an railing then cure thele worn maladies ? 

3 not our miſtreſs, fair Religion, 

\s worthy of all our ſoul's devotion 

As Virtue was to the firſt blinded age? 

\re not heaven's joyes as valiant to aſſuage 

uſts, as earth's honour was to them? Alas! 

\s we do them in means, ſhall they ſurpaſs 

s in the end? and ſhall thy father's ſpirit 

eet blind philoſophers in heaven, whole merit 

f ſtrict life may be imputed faith, and hear 

bee, whoin he taught ſo eaſie wayes and near 


92 PARNELL'S POEMS. 

Oh! if thy temper ſuch a fear can find, 
This fear were valour of the nobleſt kind. 
Dar'ſt thou provoke, when rebel, ſouls aſpire, 
Thy Maker's vengeance and thy monarch's ire, 
Or live entomb'd in ſhips, thy leader's prey, 
Spoil of the war, the famine, or the ſea; 

In ſearch of pearl in depth of ocean breathe, 
Or live, exil'd the ſun, in mines beneath, | 
Or where in tempeſts icy mountains roll, 
Attempt a paſlage by the northern pole? 
Or dar'ſt thou parch within the fires of Spain, 
Or burn beneath the line for Indian gain? 
Or for ſome idol of thy fancy draw 35 
Some loole-gown'd dame? O courage made of ftraw! 
Thus, deſp'rate Coward ! would'ſt thou bold appear, 
Yet when thy God has plac'd thee ſentry here, 
To thy own foes, to his, ignoble yield, 
And leave, for wars forbid, th* appointed field? 45 
Know thy own foes; th' apoſtate Angel, he 
You ſtrive to pleaſe, the foremoſt of the three; 


To follow, damn'd? Oh! if thou dar'ſt, fear this: 
This fear great courage and high valour 1s. 
Dar'ſt thou ayd mutinous Dutch? and dar'ſt thou lay 
Thee in ſhips, wooden ſcpulchres, a prey 
To leader's rage, to ſtorms, to ſhot, to dearth ? 
Dar'ſt thou dive ſeas and dungeons of the earth? 
Halt thou courageous fire to thaw the ice 
Of frozen North diſcoveries, and thrice 
Colder than ſalamanders? like divine 
Children in th' oven, fires of Spain and the line, 
Whole countries limbecks to our bodies be, 
Canſt thou for gain bear ? and muſt every he 
Which cries not Goddeſs to thy miſtreſs, draw 
Or eat thy poy ſonous words? Courage of ſtraw l 
O deſperate Coward! wilt thou ſeem bold, and 
To thy foes and his (who made thee to ſtand 
Sentinel in this world's garriſon) thus yield, 
And tor forbid warres leave th' appointed field? 
Know thy foes ; the foul Devil (he whom thou 
Striv'ſt to pleaſe) for hate, not love, would allow 
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makes the pleaſures of his realm the bait, 
t can he give for love that acts in hate? 
e World's thy ſecond love, thy ſecond foe, 
he World, whoſe beauties periſh as they blow; 
They fly, ſhe fades herſelf, and at the beſt, 
Pu graſp a wither'd ſtrumpet to your breaſt : 
pe Fleſh is next, which in fruition waſtes, 
Woh fluſh'd with all the ſenſual joys it taſtes ; 
Nile men the fair, the goodly, ſoul deſtroy, 
om whence the Fleſh has pow'r to taſte a joy. 
Ek thou Religion primitively found 
gell, gentle Friend! but where may ſhe be found? 
By faith implicit blind Ignaro led, 
inks the bright ſeraph from his country fied, 

bd ſecks her ſeat at Rome, becauſe we know 

there was ſeen a thouſand years ago, 

nd loves her relic rags, as men obey 
the ſoot- cloth where the prince fat yeſterday. bo 
40 eſe pageant forms are whining Obed's ſcorn, 

ho ſeeks Religion at Geneva born; 
ſullen thing, whoſe coarſeneſs ſuits the crowd, 
po“ young, unhandſome; tho* unhandfome, proud. 
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ee fain his whole realm to be quit; and as 
e world's all parts wither away and pals, 

the World's Ef, thy other lov'd foe, is 
her decrepit wane, and thou loving this 
love a withered and worn ftrumpet : laſt 
(itſelf *s death) and joyes which fleſh can taſt 
jou loveſt ; and thy fair goodly foul, which doth 
ve this fleſh power to taſt joy, thou doſt loath. 
true Religion! O where? Mirreus 
Inking her unhous'd here, and fled from us, 

ks her at Rome; there, becauſe he doth know 
at ſhe was there a thouſand years ago, 

loves the raggs ſo, as we here obey 
e ftate-cloth where the prince ſat yeſterday. 

ant to ſuch brave loves will not be inthrall'd, 
loves her only who at Geneva is call'd 
ligion, plain, ſimple, ſullen, young, 

temptuous, yet unhandſome. As among 
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Thus, with the wanton, ſome perverſely judge &$ 
All girls unhealthy but the country drudge. 

No foreign ſchemes make ealy Cæpio roam, 
The man contented takes his church at home; 
Nay, ſhould ſome preachers, ſervile bawds cf gain, 
Should ſome new laws, which like new faſhions teig 
Command his faith to count ſalvation ty'd 1 
To viſit his, and viſit none beſide, 

He giants ſalvation centres in his own, 

And grants it centres but in his alone: 

From youth to age he graſps the proffer'd dame, 

And they conter his faith who give his name; 

So from the guardian's hands the wards who live 

Enthrall'd to guardians take the wives they give. 
From all profeſſions careleſs Airy flies, 

For all proteſſions can't be good, he cries ; 

And here a fault, and there another views, 

And lives unfix'd for want of heart to chuſe; 

So men, who know what ſome looſe girls have done, its 


For fear of marrying ſuch will marry none. or 
The charms of all obſequious courtly ſtrike, 1 
On each he dotes, on each attends alike; he 
And thinks, as different countries deck the dame, Net! 
The dreſles aſtering, and the ſex the ſame: by 


—ũ— 


Lecherous humours there is one that judges 

No wenches wholſome but coarſe country drudges. 
Grajus ſtayes ſtil] at home here, and becauſe 
Some preachers, vile ambitious bawds, and laws 
Still new, like faſhions, bids him think that ſhe 
Which dwels with us is only perfect, he 
Imbraceth her whom his godfathers will 

Tender to him, being tender; as wards ſtill 
Take ſuch wives as their guardians offer, or 
Pay valews. Careleſs Phrygius doth abhorr 
All, becauſe all cannot be good ; as one 
Knowing ſome women whores, dares marry none. 
Gracchus loves all as one, and thinks that ſo 

As women do in divers countries go 
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p fares Religion, chang'd in outward ſhow, 
at "tis Religion ſtill where'er we go. 90 
his bündnefs ſprings from an exceſs of light, 
ad men embrace the wrong to chuſe the right. 
ut thou of force muſt one Religion own, 
nd only one, and that the right alone; 
o find that right one alk thy rev'rend fire, 95 
t him of his, and him of his inquire: 
ho* Truth and Falſchood ſeem as twins ally'd, 
here's elderſhip on Truth's delightful fide; 
„ er ſeek with heed—who leeks the ſoundeſt firſt 
not of no Religion, nor the worſt. 100 
e ' adore or {corn an image, or proteſt, 
. ay all be had. Doubt wiſely for the beſt: 
['were wrong to ſleep, or headlong run aſtray: 
is not wand'ring to inquire the way. 
on a large mountain, at the baſis wide, 105 
eep to the top, and craggy at the ſide, 
done, ts iacred Truth enthron'd, and he who means 
oreach the fummit, mounts with weary pains, 
i inds round and round, and every turn eflays, 
here ſudden breaks reſiſt the ſhorter ways. 110 
et labour ſo, that ere faint age arrive, 
by ſearching ſoul poſſeſs her reſt alive. 


divers habits, yet are ſtill one kind; 

d doth, ſo is Religion; and this blind- 

els too much light breeds. But unmoved thou 
force mult one, and forc'd but one allow, 

nd the right; aſk thy father which is ſhe, 

t him atk his. Though Truth and Falſchood be 
tar twins, yet Truth a little ejder is. 

e buſie to ſeek her; believe me this, 

es not of none nor worſt that ſeeks the beſt; 

0 adore or ſcorn an image, or proteſt, 

lay all be bad. Doubt wilcly : in ſtrange way 

0 ſtand inquiring right is not to ſtray : 

o ſleep or run wrong is. On a huge hill, 
neved and ſteep, Truth ſtands, and he that will 
each her, about mult and about it go; 


nd what the hill's ſuddenneſs reſiſts, win ſo; 


ones 


95 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
To work by twilight were to work too late, 
And age is twilight to the night of Fate. 
To will alone is but to mean delay ; 1 
To work at preſent is the uſe of day: 
For man's employ much thought and deed remain, 
High thoughts the ſoul, hard deeds the body ſtrain, 
And myſt ries aſk believing, which, to view, 
Like the fair ſun, are plain, but dazzling too. 

Be Truth, ſo found, with ſacred heed poſſeſt, 
Not kings have power to tear it from thy breaſt, 
By no blank charters harm they were they hate, 
'Nor are they vicars, but the hands of Fate. 
Ah! fool and wretch! who lett'ſt thy foul be ty'd u 
To human laws! or muſt it fo be try'd ? 
Or will it boot thee, at the lateſt day, 
When Judgment fits, and Juſtice aſks thy plea, 
That Philip that, or Greg'ry taught thee this, 
Or John or Martin? All may teach amiſs; [1 
For ev'ry contrary in ſuch extreme 
This holds alike, and each may plead the ſame, 
Wouldſt thou to pow'r a proper duty ſhow ? 

"Tis thy firſt taſk the bounds of Power to know; 


Vet ſtrive ſo, that before age, death's twilight, 
Thy ſoul reſt ; for none can work in that night. 
To will implyes delay, theretore now do. 

Hard deeds the bodies pains ; hard knowledge to 
The mind's indeavours reach; and myſteries 

Are like the ſun, dazling, yet plain to all eyes. 
Keep the truth which thou haſt tound; men do! 
In ſo ill caſe that God bath with his hand iu 
Sign'd kings blank charters to kill whom they hate, 
Nor are they vicars, but hangmen to Fate. 

Fool and wretch ! wilt thou let thy ſoul be tyed 
To man's laws, by which ſhe ſhall not be try6d 
At the laſt day? or will it then boot thee 

To ſay a Philip or a Gregory, 

A Harry or a Martin, taught me this? 

Is not this excule for meer contraries 

Equally ftrong ? cannot both ſidtes tay fo; [kno 
That thou mayeſt rightly obey Fower, her bow 
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oe bounds once paſt, it holds the ſame no more, x15 
ts nature alters, which it own'd before ; 

or were ſubmiſſion humbleneſs expreſt, 

But all a low idolatry at beſt. 

ow'r from above, ſubordinately ſpread, 

treams like a fountain from th' eternal head 140 
There calm and pure the living waters flow, 

at roars a torrent or a flood below : 

ach flow'r ordain'd the margins to adorn, 

ach native beauty from its roots is torn, ; 
And left on deſerts, rocks, and ſands, are toſt, 14 
l the long travel, and in ocean loſt. 

fares the ſoul which more that power reveres, 

lan claims from God, than what in God inheres. 148 


hoſe paſt, her nature and name are chang'd ; to be 
hen humble to her is idolatry, | 

ctreams are power is: thoſe beſt flowers that dwell 
t the rough ſtream's calm head thrive and do well; 
ut having left their roots, and themſelves given 
o the ſtream's tyrannous rage, alas! are driven 
hrough mills, rocks, and woods, and at laſt, almoſt 
onſum'd in going, in the fea are loſt : 
d periſh ſouls which more chuſe men's unjuſt 


ower, from God claim'd, then God himſelf to truſt. 
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TO THE READER, 


HE following Poems were given by the Author to the late Benjamin | 

rard, Eſq. and fince his death found by his ſon among ſeveral ether ug 
manuſcripts, who gave them io the Editor. The receipt annexed im | 
Swift's own hand-wwriting, and found at the ſame time, ſhews an acknowledmy 
that they are actually genuine. 


Dec, 5, 1723 
Then received from Benjamin Everard, Fſq. the above writings of th 
Doc tor Parnell, in four flitched vilumes of manuſcript, which I promiſe tang 
to him on demand. | JONATHAN $W 


The Editor finds himſelf obliged, in gratitude to the memory of the Au 
thus to introduce theſe Peſihumous Works,+ leſt they might be doubted real 
The former Peenu, publiſhed in Lis life time, were juſily adinired by all judzs 
poetry and literature, and highly commended by the late Mr. Pope, in his D 
catien to the Earl of Oxford, beginning thus: 


% 
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Such were the notes thy once-lov'd Port iung, 
Im Death, untimeiy, itopp'd his turcful tungue., 
Oh ! jus beneld and lo ! admir'd and mourn d! 
With tortteſt manners, gertictt arts, adorn'd! 
Bleſs: in each ſcience! bleſs'd in cry drain! 
Deer tone Mute, to Harley dear-- -in Vain !--- 
Abſent or dead, ill let a friend be dear, 
(A figh the abſent claims, the dead a tear,) 
Recall thoie nights that clos'd thy totſome days, 
Still hear thy PARNELL in his living lays. 


Such were the ſentinents of Mr. Pope, but, alu] he is no move tc t 
praiſes of his Parnell! How weak the pencil of praiſe in any but the hard 
ſuch a maſter! therefore I leave is my readers how far theſe Productions um 
to, if not excel, any of his former, betng acluated, er rather divinely inn 
in the following ſubjefts, ſo far as relates to the Holy Scriprures. Having! 
the konour to uſher this Orphan into the world, my heart exults in ſure and 
manent hope that the Father now tunes his lyre in the celeſtial ſpheres in lum 
of numbers. | 


+ The whole of the following Poems, to the end of the Volume, fall under! 
denomination of 1þc Pofthumous Works of Dr. Themas Parnell, late Are 
of Clogher, containing Poems moral ard divine, and on various other ſun 
which were collected together, and publiſhed in one volume octavo.— 
Hymns to Morning, Noon, and Evening, made alto part of that Poſthuns 
publication, but are printed id the preceding part of this volume, unt 
general title of Hymns, agreeable to the arrangement obſerved throughw 
whole of theſe voiumes of q e Poets of Great Britain, by which each part 
ſpecies of poetry will be found claſſed under its proper head. The be 
the Horte and the Ohve, and the Verfification of the Third Satire of Dr. Be 
by our Author, are to by tuund only in this editioa of Dr. Parnell's Peu 
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THE GIFT OF POETRY. 


ROM realms of never-interrupted peace, 
From thy fair ſtation near the throne of Grace, 
om choirs of angels, joys in endleſs round, 
nd endleſs Harmony*s enchanting ſound, 
Harm'd with a zeal the Maker's praiſe to ſhow, 5 
Fight Gift of Verſe deſcend, and here below 
raviſh'd heart with rais'd affection fill, 
nd warbling o'er the foul incline my will, 
mong thy pomp let rich Expreſſion wait, 
bt ranging Numbers form thy train complete, 10 
hile at thy motions over all the (ky 
eet ſounds, and echoes ſweet, reſounding fly; 
nd where thy feet with gliding beauty tread, 
t Fancy's flow'ry ſpring, erect its head. 
It comes, it comes with unaccuſtom'd light! 1 
ſhe tracts of airy thought grow wondrous bright; 
s notions ancient Memory reviews, 
nd young Invention new deſigns purſues ; 
bo ſome attempt my will and wiſhes preſs, 
Ind pleaſure, rais'd in hope, torbodes ſucceſs. 20 
God! from whom proceed the gifts divine, 
y God! I think I feel the gift is thine, 
this no vain illuſion which I find, 
vr Nature's impulſe on the paſſive mind, 
it Reaſon's act, produc'd by good deſire, 25 
grace enliven'd with celeſtial fire; 
hile baſe conceits, like miſty ſons of Night, 
tore ſuch beams of glory take their flight, 
id frail affe tions, born of earth, decay, 
ke weeds that wither in the warmer ray. 30 
| thank thee, Father! wirh a grateful mind, 
an's undeſcrving, and thy mercy kind; 
ow perceive 1 long to ſing thy praiſe, 
ow perceive I long to find my lays, 
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Mee beet incentives of another's love, 35 
1 . d fure ſuch longings have their riſe above; 

3 Feu 


reſolution ſtands confirm'd within, 
lines aſpiring eagerly begin; 
| 2 
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Begin, my Lines! to ſuch a ſubject due, 
That aids our labours and rewards them too 
Begin, while Canaan opens to mine eyes, 
Where ſouls and ſongs divinely form'd ariſe. 

As one whom o'er the ſweetly-vary'd meads 
Entire receſs and lonely pleaſure leads, 
To verdur'd banks, to paths adorn'd with flowers, 4 
To ſhady trees, to cloſely-waving bowers, 
To bubbling fountains, and aſide the ſtream 
That ſoftly gliding ſooths a waking dream, 
Or bears the thought inſpir'd with heat along, 
And with fair images improves a ſong; 
Throꝰ ſacred anthems ſo may Fancy range, 
So ſtil] from beauty ſtill to beauty change, 
To feel delights in all the radiant way, 
And with ſweet numbers what it feels repay : 
For this I call that ancient Time appear, 
And bring his rolls to ſerve in method here; 
His rolls, which acts, that endleſs honour claim, 
Have rank'd in order for the voice of Fame. 
My call is favour'd. Time, from firſt to laſt, 
Unwinds his years; the preſent ſees the paſt ; b 
I view their circles as he turns them o'er, 
And fix my footſteps where he went before, F 
The page unfolding would a top diſcloſe, 
Where ſounds melodious in their birth aroſe ; 
Where firſt the morning ſtars together ſung, bi 
Where firſt their harps the ſons of glory ſtrung hy 
With ſhouts of joy, while hallelujahs riſe 
To prove the chorus of eternal ſkies; 
Rich ſparkling ſtrokes the letters doubly gild, y 
And all's with love and admiration fill'd. 1 4 


THE SOUL IN SORROW. 1d 


WITH kind compaſſion hear my cry, A 
O Jeſu ! Lord of life, on high! 4 1 
As when the ſummer's ſeaſons beat 
With ſcorching flame and parching heat, 
The trees are burnt, the flowers fade, 
Audthirſty gaps in earth are made, | 1 


MISCELLANIES, 
thoughts of comfort languiſh ſo, 
1d ſo my ſoul is broke by woe. 
hen on thy ſervant's drooping head 
hy dews of bleſſing ſweetly ſhed : 
t thoſe a quick refreſhment give, 
nd raiſe my mind, and bid me live; 
„fears of danger while I breathe, 
y dread of endleſs hell heneath, 
| ſenſe of ſorrow for my ſin, 
0 ſpringing comfort change within; 
ange all my ſad complaints for eaſe, 
cherer ful notes of endle(s praiſe, 
r let a tcar mine es es employ, 
t ſuch as owe their birth to joy; 
y tranſporting, ſweet and ſtrong, 
to fill and raiſe my ſong; 
y that ſhall reſounded be 
'hile days and nights ſucceed for me, 
not as a Judge ſevere, 
r ſo thy prelence who may bear? 
all my words and actions look, 
know they're written in thy book,) 
t then regard my mourntul cry, 
nd look with Mercy's gracious eye: 
hat needs my blood, fince thine will do, 
pay the debt to juſtice due? 
tender Mercy's art divine! 
hy ſorrow proves the cure of mine: 
by dropping wounds, thy woful ſmart, 
lay the bleedings of my heart: 
y death, in death's extreme of pain, 
Flores my ſoul to life again. 
ide me, then, for here I burn 
make my Saviour {ome return. 
| rife, (if that will pleaſe him ſtill, 
d ſure I've heard him own it will,) 
| [race his ſteps and bear my croſs, 
ping ev'ry grief and loſs, 
& he, deſpiſing pain and ſhame, 
t took up his; and did the ſame. 
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THE HAPPY MAN. 


OW bleſs'd the man, how fully ſo, 
As far as man is bleſs'd below, 

Who, taking up his croſs, eſſays 
To follow Jeſus all his days, 
With reſolution to obey, 
And ſteps enlarging in his way ! 
The Father of the ſaints above 
Adopts him with a father's love, 
And makes his boſom throughly ſhine 
With wondrous ſtores of grace divine; 
Sweet grace divine, the pledge of joy, 
That will his ſoul above employ; 
Full joy, that, when his time is done, 
Becomes his portion as a ſon. 
Ah me! the ſweet infus'd deſires, 
The fervid wiſhes, holy fires, 
Which thus a melted heart refine, 
Such are his, and ſuch be mine! 
From hence deſpiſing all beſides 
That earth reveals, or ocean hides, 
All that men in either prize, 
On God alone he ſets his eyes: 
From hence his hope is on the wings, 
His health renews, his ſafety ſprings, 
His glory blazes up below, 
And all the ſtreams of comfort flow, 

He calls his Saviour King above, 
Lord of Mercy, Lord of Love, 
And finds a kingly care detend, 
And Mercy ſmile, and Love deſcend, 
To cheer, to guide him in the ways 
Of this vain world's deceitful maze ; 
And tho' the wicked earth diſplay 
Its terrors in their fierce array, 
Or gape ſo wide that horror ſhows 
Tiis hell replete. with endleſs woes 
Such ſuccour keeps him clear of il], 


Still farm to good, and dauntlels ſtill. 


MISCELLANIES. 

| fix'd by Providence's hands, 

rock amidſt an ocean ſtands; 

hears, without a trembling dread, 

e tempeſt beating round its head, 

d with its fide repels the wave 

Thoſe hollow ſeems a coming grave: 

e ſkies, the deeps, are heard to roar, 
he rock ſtands ſettled as before. 

fl, all with whom he has to do, 

mire the life which bleſſes you, 

hat feeds a foe, that aids a friend, 
ithout a bye-deſigning end; 
knowing real int'reſt lies 

the bright ſide of yonder ſkies, 
here, having made a title fair, 
Imounts, and leaves the world to Care; 
hile he that ſeeks for pleaſing days 
earthly joys and evil ways, 

but the fool of Toil or Fame, 

ho' happy be the ſpacious name,) 

d made by wealth, which makes him great, 
more conſpicuous wretch of ſtate. 


THE WAY TO HAPPINESS, 


TOW long, ye miſerable blind! 

Shall idle dreams engage your mind ? 
long the paſſions make their flight 
empty ſhadows of delight ? 
more in paths of error ſtray, 

e Lord, thy Jeſus, is the way, 

e ſpring of happineſs ; and where 
buld men ſeek happineſs but there? 
en run to meet him at your need, 

n with boldneſs, run with ſpeed, 

he for ſook his own abode 

meet thee more than half the road. 
laid aſide his radiant crown, 

d love for mankind brought him down 
thirſt and hunger, pain and woe, 
wounds, to death itſelf, below ; 
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104 PARNELL's POEMS, 
And he that ſuffer'd theſe alone 

For all the world, deſpiſes none. 
To bid the foul that's ſick be clean, 
To bring the loſt to lite again, 

To comfort thoſe that grieve for ill, 
Is his peculiar goodneſs ſtill. 

And as the thoughts of parents run 
Upon a dear and only ſon, 

So kind a love his mercies ſhow, 

So kind, and more extremely ſo. 

Thrice happy Men! (or find a phraſe 
That ſpeaks your bliſs with greater praiſe,) 
Who, moſt obedient to thy call, 
Leaving pleaſures, leaving all, 

With heart, with ſoul, with ſtrength, incline, 
O ſweeteſt jeſu! to be thine. 

Who know thy will, obſerve thy ways, 

And in thy ſervice ſpend their days. 

E'en death, that ſtems to {et them free, 

But brings them cloſer ſtill to thee. 


THE CONVERT's LOVE. 


PEESSED Light of ſaints on high, 
Who fill the manſions ot the ſky; 

Sure Dc tence, whoſe mercy till 

Preſerves thy ſubjects here from ill; 

O my Jeſus! make me know 

How to pay te thanks I owe. 

As the ſond ſheep that idly ſtrays 
With wanton play thro' winding ways, 
W hich never hits the road of home, 
O'er wilds of danger learns to roam, 
Till wearied out with idle fear, 

And paſſing there and turning here, 
He will for reſt to covert run, 

And meet the wolf he wiſh'd to ſnun: 
Thus wretched I, thro' wanton will, 
Run blind and headlong on in ill: 

*T was thus from fin to fin I flew, 


And thus I might have periſh'd tcoy 


MISCELLANIES; 
Mercy dropt the likeneſs here, 
| ſhew'd and ſav'd me from my fear ; 
ile o'er the darkneſs of my mind 
facred Spirit purely ſhin'd, 
| mark'd and bright*ned all the way 
ich leads to everlaſting day, 
y broke the thick'ning clouds of fin, 
| fix'd the light of love within. 
rom hence my raviſh'd foul aſpires, 
| dates the riſe of its defires : 
n hence to thee, my God! I turn, 
N fervent wiſhes ſay I burn; 
urn thy glorious face to ſee, 
live in endleſs joy with thee. 
here's no ſuch ardent kind of flame 
kyeen the lover and the dame; 
ſuch affection parents bear 
their young and only heir 
7 join'd together, both conſpire, 
| boaſt a doubl'd force of fire: 
tender heart within its feat 
olves before the ſcorching heat, 
loft'ning wax 1s taught to run 
dre the warmneſs of the ſun. 
) my flame, my pleaſing pain, 
n and purify my ſtain ! 
rm me, burn me, day by day, 
you purge my earth away, 
at the laſt I throughly ſhine, 
K turn a torch of love divine! 


A DESIRE TO PRAISE. 


KOPITIOUS Son of God | to thee 
With all my ſoul I bend my knee; 
wiſh I ſend, my want impart, 

d dedicate my mind and heart; 

as an abſent parent's ſon, 

ole ſecond year is only run, 

en no protecting friend is near, 
dof wit, and void of fear, 
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Bow with pity, bow thine ear, 


106 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
With things that hurt him fondly plays, 
Or here he falls, or there he ſtrays ; 
So, ſhould my ſoul's eternal guide, 
The ſacred Spirit, be deny'd, 

Thy ſervant ſoon the loſs would know, 
And fink in fin, or run to woe. 

O Spirit! bountifully kind, 
Warm, poſleſs, and fill my mind 
Diſperie my fins with light divine, 
And raiſe the flames of love with thine ; 
Before thy pleaſures rightly priz'd, 
Let wealth and honour be detpis'd, 
And let the Father's glory be 
More dear ittelt than lite to me. 

Sing of jeſus, Virgins! ſing 
Him your everlaſting King 
Sing of Jeſus. cheertul Youth! 
Him the God of love and truth: 
Write and raile a ſong divine, 

Or come and hear, and borrow mine. 
Son eternal! Word ſupreme! 
Who made the univerſal frame, 
Heav'n, and aii its ſhining ſhow, 
Earth, and all it ho:ds below, 
Bow with mercy, bow thine ear, 
While we ling thy prailes here. 
Son cternal! ever bleſt, 

Reſting on the Father's breaſt, 
Whole tender love for all provides, 
Whole power over all preſides, 


While we ſing thy praiſes here. 

Thou. by Pity's ſoft extreme 
Mov'd, and won, and ſet on flame, 
Aſſum'd the form of man, and fell 
In pains to reſcue man from hell. 

How bright thine humble glories riſe, 
And match the luſtre of the ikies ! 
From death and hell's dejected ſtate 
Ariſing, thou reſum'd thy ſeat, 


MISCELLANIES. 

nd golden thrones of bliſs prepar'd 
dove, to be thy ſaints* reward. 

How bright thy glorious honours riſe, 
nd with new luſtre grace the ſkies! 

r thee the ſweet ſeraphic choir 

iſe the voice and tune the lyre, 

d praiſes with harmonious ſounds 

ro all the higheſt heav'n rebounds. 

O make our notes with theirs agree, 

d bleſs the ſouls that ſing of thee ! 

d thee the churches here rejoice, 

e ſolemn organs aid the voice: 60 
p ſacred roots the ſounds we raiſe, 
e ſacred roots re ſound thy praiſe z 
Id, while our notes in one agree, 
bleſs the church that ſings to thee! 


ON HAPPINESS IN THIS LIFE. 


HE morning opens very treſhly gay, 

And life itſelf is in the month of May. 
th green my fancy paints an arbour o'er, 

d flow'rets with a thouſand colours more, 
en falls to weaving that, and ſpreading theſe, 5 
I ſoftly ſhakes them with an eaſy breeze 
th golden fruit adorns the bending ſhade, 
trails a ſilver water o'er its bed. 
Ge, gentle Water! ſtill more gently by, 
ile in this ſummer-bower of bliſs 1 lie, 
d ſweetly ſing of ſenſe-delighting flames, 
I nymphs” and ſhepherds? toſt-invented names; 
view the branches which around me twine, 
d praiſe their fruit, diffuſing ſprightly wine 
ind new pleaſures in the world to praiſe, 
0 ſtill with this return adorn my lays; 
ange round your gardens of eternal ſpring; 
orange, my Senſes! while I ſweetly fing.”” 
vain, in vain, alas! ſeduc'd by ill, 
vb acted wildly by the force of will, 
my foul it will be conſtant May, 

charm a ſcalon never made to ſtay ; 
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108 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
My beauteous arbour will not ſtand a florm; 
The world but promiſes, and can't perform: 
Then fade, ye Leaves! and wither, all ye Flow'n| 
I'll dote no longer in enchanted bow'rs, 
But ſadly mourn, in melancholy ſong, 
The vain conceits that held my ſoul fo long, 
The luſts that tempt us with deluſive ſhow, 
And fin, brought forth for everlaſting woe, 
Thus ſhall the notes to ſorrow's object riſe, 
While frequent reſts procure a place for ſighs; 
And as I moan upon the naked plain, 
Be this the burthen cloſing ev'ry ſtrain ; 
« Return, my Senſes! range no more abroad; 


« He'll only find his bliſs who ſeeks for God,” 


ECSTASY, 


T* fleeting joys which all affords below 
Work the fond heart with unperforming ſhow, 
The wiſh that makes our happier life complete, 
Nor graſps the wealth nor honours of the great, 
Nor looſely fails on Pleaſure's eaſy ſtream, 
Nor gathers wreaths from all the groves of Fame; 
Weak Man! who charms to theſe alone confine, 
Attend my pray'r, and learn to make it thine. 
From thy rich throne, where circling trains of li 
Make day that's endleſs infinitely bright, 
Thence, heav'nly Father! thence with mercy dart 
One beam of brightneſs to my longing heart: 
Dawn thro' the mind, drive Error's clouds away, 
And till the rage in Paſſion's troubled ſea, 
That the poor baniſh'd ſoul, ſerene, and free, 
May riſe from earth to viſit heav'n and thee. 
Come, Peace divine! ſhed gently from above; 
Inſpire my willing boſom, wondrous Love! 
Thy purpled pinions to my ſhoulders tie, 


And point the paſſage where I want to fly. fit 
But whither, whither now! what powerful fire th | 
With this bleis'd influence equals my defire ? pat 


rite (or Love, the kind deluder, reigns 


And acts in fancy ſuch inchanted ſcengs,) 
I 
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arth leſs'ning flies, the parting ſkies retreat, 25 
he fleecy clouds my waving feathers beat; 

nd now the ſun, and now the ſtars, are gone, 

et ſtill, methinks, the ſpirit bears me on 

here tracts of ether purer blue diſplay, 

nd edge the golden realm of native day. 30 
Oh! — enjoy ment of a bliſs unſeen! 

ul raviſhment! oh! ſacred rage within! 

umultuous pleaſure, rais'd on peace of mind, 

cere, exceſſive, trom the world refin'd! 

ſe the light that veils the throne on high, 35 
light unpierc'd by man's impurer eye; 

hear the words that iſſuing thence proclaim, 

- Let God's attendants praiſe his awful name!“ 

hen heads unuumber'd bend before the ſhrine, 
yſterious ſeat of Majeſty divine! 40 
id hands unnumber'd ſtrike the ſilver ſtring, 

id tongues unnumber'd hallelujah ſing. 

where the ſhining ſeraphims appear, 


ry! 


Gy nd fink their decent eyes with holy fear; 

Gs e flights of angels all their feathers raile, 45 
Wh range the orbs, and as they range they praiſe ; 

ame j WW hold the great Apoltles! ſweetly met, 

3 d high on pearls of azure ether ſet ; 

" Fli hold the Prophets, full of heav'nly fire, 


ith wand'ring finger wake the trembling lyre; 30 
nd hear the Martyrs tune, and all around 

be Church triumphant makes the reg ion ſound. 

th harps of gold, with boughs of ever-green, 

th robes of white, the pious throngs are ſeen; 

alted anthems all their hours employ, 55 
dall is muſic and excels of joy. 

Charm'd with the fight I long to bear a part, 

e pleaſure flutters at my raviſh'd heart. 

et ſaints and angels of the heavenly choir ! 

love has warm'd you with celeſtial fire, 60 
falt my words, and, as they move along, 

ith hallelujahs crown the burthen'd ſong, 

Father of all above and all below, 

icat! and far beyond 9 ſo, 64 


110 PARNELL'S rozus. 
No bounds thy knowledge, none thy power, conf 
For pow'r and knowledge in their 2 are thing, | 
Around thee Glory ſpreads her golden wing; 
Sing, glitt'ring Angels! hallelujah ſing. 

Son of the Father, firſt begotten Son ! 
Ere the ſhort meaſuring line of time begun, 
The world has ſeen thy works, and joy'd to ſee 
The bright effulgence manifeſt in thee. 
The world mult own thee Love's unfathom'd ſprug 
Sing, glitt'ring Angels! hallelujah ſing. 
Proceeding Spirit! equally divine, 7 
In whom the Godhead's full perfection ſhine, 
With various graces, comforts unexpreſt, 
With holy tranſports you refine the bak, 
And earth is heavenly where your gifts you bring; 
Sing, glitt'ring Angels! hallelujah ſing. | 
But whete's my rapture, where my wondrous heat, 
What interruption makes my blils retreat? 
This world's got in, the thoughts of t'other's croſ, 
And the gay picture's in my fancy loſt, 
With what an eager zeal the conſcious ſoul bi 
Would claim its ſeat, and ſoaring paſs the pole! 
But our attempts theſe chains of earth reſtrain, 
Deride our toil, and drag us down again, 
So from the ground aſpiring meteors go, 
And, rank'd with planets, light the world below; 
But their own bodies fink them in the (ky, 
When the warmtli's gone that taught them how toi 


ON DIVINE LOVE, 


BY MEDITATINCG ON THE WOUNDS OP CHRI!! 


FLY Jeſus! God of Love! 
Look with pity from above, 
Shed the precious purple tide 
From thine hands, thy feet, thy ſide ; 
Let thy ſtreams of comfort roll, 
Let them pleaſe and fill my ſoul ; 
Let me thus for ever be 
Full of gladneſs, full of thee; 
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his for which my wiſhes pine 
; the cup of love divine. 10 
d weet affections flow from hence, 
wweet above the joys of ſenſe; 
Bleſſed philtre ! how we find 
ts ſacred worſhips ! how the mind, 
f all the world forgetful grown, is 
an deſpiſe an earthly throne, 
Raiſe its thoughts to realms above, 
hink of God, and ſing of love! 
Love celeſtial! wondrous heat! 
) beyond expreſſion great! 120 
hat reſiſtleſs charms were thine 
n thy good thy beſt deſign ! 
hen God was hated, Sin obey'd, 
And man undone without thy aid. 
rom the ſeats of endleſs peace 2c 
hey brought the Son, the Lord of grace, 
hey taught him to receive a birth, 
o clothe in fleſh, to live on earth, 
ind after lifted him on high, 
ind taught him on the crols to die. 30 
Love celeſtial ! ardent fire! | 
D extreme of ſweet defire ! 
bpread thy brightly raging flame 
hro' and over all my frame; 
Let it warm me, let it burn, 
Let my corpſe to aſhes turn; | 
and might thy flame thus act with me, 
o ſet the ſoul from body free, 
aan next would uſe thy wings, and fly 
0 meet my Jeſus in the tky. 40 


THE VISION OF PIETY, 


"WAS when the night in ſilent ſable fled, 
When cheerful morning ſprung with rifing red, 

hen dreams and vapours leave to crowd the brain, 

And beſt the Viſion draws its heav'my ſcene 

Twas then, as ſlumb'ring on my couch I lay, 5 

\ ſudden ſplendour ſeem'd to kindle day; 

2 


fng 
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l A breeze came breathing in a ſweet perfume, L 
i Blown from eternal gardens, fill'd the room, N 
| And in a void of blue, that clouds inveſt, * 
IN Appear'd a daughter of th' realms of Reſt : fn I) 
Her head a ring of golden glory wore, Pp 
þ Her honour'd hand the ſacred Volume bore; F 
| Her raiment glilt'ning ſeem'd a filver white, * U 
* And all her ſweet companions ſons of Light. Ft 
1 Straight as I gaz'd my fear and wonder grew, FR 
i Fear barr'd my voice, and wonder fix'd my view; V 
i | When, lo, the cherub of the ſhining crowd, * T 
wt That fiil'd as guardian in her azure cloud, kT 
[Mi Fann'd the ſott air, and downward ſeem'd to glide, I 
"4 And to my lips a living coal apply'd; St 
y Then, while the warmth o'er all my pulſes ran, H 
4 Diffuſing comfort, thus the maid began: A 
al Where glorious manſions are prepar'd above, 00 
i © The ſeats of Muſic and the feats ot Love, M 
"18 « 'Thence I deſcend, and Piety my name, 1 of 
1 cc To warm thy boſom with celeſtial flame, * 
1 « To teach thee praiſes mix'd with humble pray'rs, Fl 
1 And tune thy foul to ſing ſeraphic airs. Is 
id « Be thou my bard.” A vial here ſhe caught, A 
1 (An angel's hand the crylital vial brought, ) P. 
: And, as with awful ſound the word was ſaid, H 
She pour'd a facred unction on my head; r 
Then thus proceeded ; © Be thy Mule thy zeal; He 
are to be good, and all my joys reveal; M 
« While other pencils flatt'ring forms create, Fi 
« And paint the gawdy plumes that deck the great; N M 
«& While other pens exalt the vain delight, Le 
« Whole waltetul revel wakes the depth of night: A 
« Or others lottly ſing in idle lines, M 
«© How Damon courts, or Amaryllis ſhines, A. 
«© More wilely thou ſelect a theme divine, Pl 
« *Tis Fame's their recompenſe, *tis heav'n is thine. Wi At 
„ Deſpile the raptures of diſcorded fire, "a 
% Where wine, or paſſion, or applaule, inſpire; M 
« Low reſtleſs life, and ravings born of earth, I 
% Whoſe meaner ſubjects ſpeak their humble birth; WF I 
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& Like working ſeas, that, when loud winters blow, 
Not made for riſing, only rage below: 
Mine is a warm and yet a lambent heat, a 
More laſting ſtill as more intenſely great; 80 
produc'd where pray r & praiſe & pleaſure breathe, 
„And ever mounting whence it ſhot beneath. 
* Unpaint the love that, hov'ring over beds, 
From glittering pinions guilty pleaſure ſheds; 
Reſtore the colour to the golden mines, 55 
„With which behind the feather'd idol ſhines : 
To flow'ring greens reſtore their native care, 
The roſe and lily, never his to wear; 
le, To ſweet Arabia fend the balmy breath, 
Strip the fair fleſh, and call the 228 Death: 60 
His bow be fabled o'er, his ſhafts the ſame, 
And fork and point them with eternal flame. 
, « But urge thy pow'rs, thy utmoſt voice advance, 
Make the loud ftrings againſt thy finger dance; 
Dis love that angels praiſe, and men adore, 65 
'Tis love divine that aſks it all, and more. 
rs, Fling back the gates of ever-blazing day, 
Pour floods of liquid light to gild the way, 
And all in glory wrapt, thro' paths untrod 
v8 Purſue the great unſeen deſcent of God; 70 
Hail the meek Virgin, bid the Child appear, 
The Child is God! and call him Jeſus here. 
| He comes! but where to reſt? A manger's nigh ; 
Make the great Being in a manger lie. | 
Fil the wide ſkies with angels on the wing, 75 
reat; WF Make thouſands gaze, and make ten thouland ſing. 
Let men aMi& him; men he came to ſave, 
And ſtill afflict him till he reach the grave. 
Make him reſign'd his loads of ſorrow meet, 
And me, like Mary, wcep beneath his feet ; $0 
I'll bathe my treſſes there, my pray'rs rehearſe, 
And glide in flames of love along my verlc, 
„Ah! while I ſpeak I tee] my boſom ſwell, 
My raptures ſmother what I long to tell! 
Tis God! a preſent God! thro? oleaving air, 85 
| ſee the throne, and ſee the Jetus there 
K 3 
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114 PARNELL's POEMS. 
t Plac'd on the right; he ſhews the wounds he bor, 
(My fervours oft' have won him thus before,) 
Ho pleas'd he looks! my words have reach'd hi 
He bids the gates unbar, and calls me near.” ſex, 

She ceas'd ; the cloud on which ſhe ſeem'd to tre 
Its curls unfolded, and around her ſpread ; q2 
Bright angels waft their wings to raiſe the cloud, 
And ſweep their iv'ry lutes, and fing aloud. 
The ſcene moves off, while all its ambient ſky 9 
Is turn'd to wondrous muſic as they fly, 

And fait the ſwelling ſounds of muſic grow, 
And faint their ſoftneſs, till they fail below. 

My downy fleep the warmth of Phoebus broke, 
And while my thoughts were ſettling, thus I ſpoke; 
© Thou beauteous Viſion! on the ſoul impreſt, 10 
«© When moſt my reaſon would appear to reſt, 
„T was ſure with pencils dipt in various lights, 
Some curious angel limn'd thy ſacred fights, 

« From blazing ſuns his radiant gold he drew, 10 
«© While moons the filver gave, and air the blue, 

« I'll mount the roving wind's expanded wing, 

« And ſeek the ſacred hill, and light to ſing; 

4 ( Tis known in Jewry well:) I'll make my lays, 
O Obedient to thy ſummons, ſound with praiſe. 10 

« But ſtill I fear, unwarm'd with holy flame, 
t T take for truth the flatt*ries of a dream; 

« And barely wiſh the wondrous gift I boaſt, 
« An faintly practiſe what deſerves it moſt. Let 
« Indulgent Lord ! whole gracious love diſplays 1 
« Joys in the light, and fills the dark with eaſe, 
© Be this, to bleſs my days, no dream of blits, 
Or be, to bleſs the nights, my dreams like this! et 


MOSES. 
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O grace thoſe lines which next appear to ſight, 
The pencil ſnone with more abated light; 

et ſtill the pencil ſhone, the lines were fair, 

and awful Moſes ſtands recorded there: 

et his, replete with flames and praiſe divine, 

et his che firſt rememb' red ſong be mine; 

hen riſe, my Thought! and in thy prophet find 

Vhat joy ſhould warm thee for the work deſign'd ; 
o that great act, which rais'd his heart, repair, 

and find a portion of his ſpirit there. 

A nation helpleſs and unarm'd I view, 

hom ſtrong revengeful troops of war purſue, 


Ah! what can ſave them? God alone can ſave. 
od's wondrous voice proclaims his high command, 
e bids their leader wave the ſacred wand; 
nd where the billows flow'd they flow no more, 
road lies naked, and they march it o'er. 
ae may the ſons of Jacob travel through! 
et why will hard'ned Egypt venture too? 
; ain in thy rage, to think thoſe waters flee, 
And rife like walls on either hand, for thee. 
he night comes on,, the ſeaſon for ſurpriſe, 
Vet fear not, Iſrael! God directs thine eyes: 
1 fiery cloud I ſee thine angel ride, 
is chariot is thy light, and he thy guide. 
The day comes on, and half thy ſuccours fail, 
Vet fear not, Iſrael! God will ſtill prevail. 
lee thine angel from before thee go, 
To make the wheels of vent'rous Egypt flow, 
is rolling cloud inwraps its beams of light, 
nd what ſupply'd thy day prolongs their night. 
t length the dangers of the deep are run, 
The turther brink is patty, the bank is won 
Lhe leader turns to view the focs behind, 
Then waves his ſolemn wand within the wind. 
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deas ſtop their flight, their camp muſt prove their grave; 
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116 PARNELL'S POEMS. 

Oh, Nation freed by wonders! ceale thy fear, 
And ſtand and fee the Lord's ſalvation here. 

Ye Tempeſts! now from ev'ry corner fly, 
And wildly rage in all my fancy'd (ky. 40 
Roll on, ye Waters! as they roll'd before ; 
Ye billows of my tancy'd ocean l roar; 
Daſh high, ride foaming, mingle all the main; 
*Tis done—and Pharaoh can't afflidt again. 
The work, the wondrous work, of freedom's done, 
The winds abate, the clouds reſtore the fun, ny I 
The wreck appears, the r army, drown'd, Wi «c 1 


Floats o'er the waves to ftrew the {ſandy ground. On 
Then place thy Moſes near the calming flood, Fol 
Majeſtically mild, ſerenely good pe. 
Let meekneſs, lovely virtue, gently ſtream In 
Around his uiſage like a lambent flame; Lik 
Let grateful ſentiments, let ſenſe of love, Th 
Let holy zeal within his boſom move; An 
And while his people gaze the wat'ry plain, cc 
And fear's laſt touches like to doubts remain, III 
While bright Aſtoniſhment, that ſeems to raiſe My 
A queſtioning belief, is fond to praile, My 
Be thus the rapture in the prophet's breaſt, Ho 
Be thus the thanks for freedom gain'd expreſt. 60 Net 

« I'll ſing to God, I'll ſing the ſongs of praiſe To 
To God, triumphant in his wondrous ways; An 
% To God, whole glories in the ſeas excel, Th 
% Where the proud horſe and prouder rider fell. The 


The Lord, in mercy kind, in juſtice ſtrong, 0 
« Is now my ftrength, this ſtrength be now my ſongii Am 
6 This ſure ſalvation ſuch he proves to me, duc! 
From danger reſcu'd, and from bondage free. 

«© The Lord's my God, and Ii] prepare his ſeat, 

« My tathers*' God, and I'll proclaim him great; | 
«© Him Lord of battles, him renown'd in name, 
66 Him ever faithful, evermore the {ame 

« His gracious aids avenge his-peoples* thrall, 
They make the pride of boaſting Pharaoh fall; 
Within the ſeas his ſtately chariots lie, 74 
** Within the ſeas his choſca captains die: 


nc 
it 
hy 


MOSES, 117 
The rolling deeps have cover'd o'er the foe, 

They ſunk like ſtones, they ſwiftly ſunk below. 
Thine hand, my God! thine hand confeſs'd thy care, 
Thine hand was glorious in thy power there, 80 
It broke their troops, unequal for the fight, 

In all the greatneſs of excelling might : 

Thy wrath ſent forward o'er the raging ſtream, 
Swift, (ure, and ſudden, their deſtruction came: 


ie, They fell as ſtubble burns, while driving ſkies 85 
448 Provoke and whirl a flame, and ruin flies. 
'd, WF © When blaſts, diſpatch'd with wonderful intent, 


On ſov'reign orders from thy noſtrils went, 
For our accounts the waters were afraid, 
vw Perceiv'd thy preſence, and together fled ; 90 
In heaps e plac'd they learn to ſtand, 
Like banks of cryſtal by the paths of ſand; pride, 
Then fondly fluth'd with hope, and ſwell'd with 
And fill'd with rage, the toe protanely cry'd, 
ccure of conqueſt, I'll purſue their way; 95 
I overtake them; PII divide the prey; 
My luſt PII ſatisfy, mine anger cloy ; 
My ſword I'll brandiſh, and their name deſtroy.” 
How wildly threats their anger! Hark ! above 
New blaſts of wind on new commiſſion move, 100 
To looſe the fetters that confin'd the main, 
And make its mighty waters rage again; 
Then overwhelm'd with their reſiſtleſs ſway, 
They ſunk like lead, they ſunk beneath the ſea, 
oh, who like thee, thou dreaded Lord of Hoſt ! 
long i Among the gods whom all the nations boaſt, 1c6 
duch acts of wonder and of ſtrength diſplays? 
Oh great! oh glorious, in thine holy ways! 
Deſerving praiſe, and that thy praiſe appear 
In ſigns of reverence and ſenſe of tear. 110 
With juſtice arm'd thou ſtretchedſt out thine hand, 
And earth between its gaping jaws of land 
Receiv'd its waters of the parted main, 
nd ſwallow'd up the dark Egyptian train, 
ith mercy rifing on the weaker fide, 115 


hy ſelf became the reſcu'd peoples? guide, 
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113 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
« And in thy ſtrength they paſt th* amazing road, 
« To reach thine holy mount, thy bleſs'd abode. 
«© What thou haſt done the neighb'ring realms þ 
« And feel the ſtrange report excite their fear; [hey 
«© What thou haſt done ſhall Edom's Duke amaze, u 
And make deſpair on Paleſtina ſeize; 


0 
e Shall make the warlike ſons of Moab ſhake, To 
« And all the melting hearts of Canaan weak: WI 
% In heavy damps, ditfus'd on ev'ry breaſt, 1 oh} 
« Shall cold diſtruſt and hopeleſs terror reſt. fr 
£ The matchleſs greatneſs which thine hand has hade 
« Shall keep their kingdoms as unmov'd as tone, pre 
« While Jordan ſtops above, and fails below, b, { 
4 And all thy flock acroſs the channel go. 1 
«© Thus on thy mercy's ſilver- ſhining wing, d { 
«© Thro? ſeas and ſtreams thou wilt the nation bring, Met 
% And as the rooted trees ſecurely ſtand, ſou 
« So firmly plant it in the promis'd land, lair 
« Where tor thyſelf thou wilt a place prepare, Ob, 


« And after-ages will thine altar rear; ho v 
«© There reign victorious in thy ſacred ſeat, 
«« Oh, Lord! for ever and for ever great. 

& Look, where the tyrant was but lately ſeen, 
« The ſeas gave backward, and he ventur'd in: 1 
„ In yonder gulf with haughty pomp he ſhow'd, 
« Here march'd his horſemen, there his chariots rot 
« And when our God reſtor'd the floods again, 
« Ah, vainly ſtrong ! they periſh'd in the main; 
« But Iſrael went a dry ſurprifing way, 
« Made ſafe by miracles amidf the ſea.” d mi 

Here ceas'd the ſong, tho? not the prophets joy, 
Which others' hands and others? tongues employ z 
For ſtill the lays, with warmth divine expreit, 
Inflam'd his hearers to their inmoſt breaſt. 
Then Miriam's notes the chorus ſweetly raiſe, 
And Miriam's timbrel gives new life to praiſe: 
The moving ſounds, like loft delicious wind 
That breath'd from Paradiſe, a paſſage find, 
Shed ſympathies tor odours as they rove, 


And fan the riſings of enkindled love, 


MOSES, 119 
Oer all the crowd the thought inſpiring flew, 
e women follow'd with their timbrels too, 
d thus from Moles, where his ſtrains aroſe, 
ey catch'd a rapture to perform the cloſe. 160 
« We'll ſing to God, well fing the ſongs of praiſe, 
o God triumphant in his wondrous ways; 
To God, whole glories in the ſeas excel, 
Where the proud horſe—and prouder rider fell.“ 
Thus Iſrael, raptur*d with the pleaſing thought 165 
freedom wiſh'd and wondertully got, 
ade cheerfu] thanks from ev'ry bank reſound, 
preſs'd by ſongs, improv*d in joy by ſound, 
„, ſacred Moſes! each infuſing line 
What mov'd their gratitude was part of thine ; 170 
d ſtill the Chriſtians in thy numbers view 
ing, Ne type of baptiſm and of heav'n too: 
ſouls from water riſe to grace below, 
laints from toil to praiſe and glory go. 
Oh, grateful Miriam! in thy temper wrought, 175 
do warm for ſilence or inventing thought 
part of anthem was to warble o'er 
lweet reſponſe what Moles ſung before: 


Ig ou led the public voice to join his lays, 
: 14d words redoubling well redoubled praiſe; 180 
'd, Neeive thy title, Propheteſs was thine, 


hen here thy practice ſhew'd the form divine. 
e ſpirit thus approv'd, reſign'd in will, 
e Church bows down, and hears reſponſes ſtill. 
Nor lightly ſuffer tuneful Jubal's name 185 
d miſs his place among the ſons of Fame, 
boſe ſweet infuſions could of old inſpire 
e breathing organs and the trembling lyre : 
ther of thete on earth, whoſe gentle tonl 
luch engagements could the mind controul, 198 
holy verſes aught to muſic owe, 
that thy large account of thanks below : 
hilt then the timbrels lively pleafure gave, 
d now whilſt organs ſound ledately grave. 
y firſt attempt the finiſh'd courſe commends ; 193 
", Fancy! flag not as that ſubject ends, 
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120 PARNELL's POEMS, 
But, charm'd with beauties which attend thy way, 
Aſcend, harmonious, in the next eſſay. 
So flies the lark, and learn from her to fly, 
She mounts, ſhe warbles, on the wind on high; » 
She falls from thence, and ſeems to drop her wing, 
But, ere ſhe lights to reſt, remounts to ſing. 


bine 
bine \ 
he 10 
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nak'd 


tile 

It is not far the days have roll'd their years ct nel 
Before the ſecond bright' ned work appears; or po 
It is not far, alas l the faulty cauſe pro 
Which from the prophet {ad reflection draws; mig] 
Alas! that bleſſings in poſlefſion cloy, hat t! 
And peeviſh murmurs are preferr'd to joy; pd N. 
That favour'd Iſrael could be faithleſs ſtill, [ll t 
Or queſtion God's protecting pow'r or will; T Jos 
Or dread devoted Canaan's warlike men, ] this 
And long for Egypt and their bonds again. o tho 
Scarce thrice the ſun, ſince hard'ned Pharaoh dy'd, id tho 
As bridegrooms iſſue forth with glitt'ring pride, nd m 
Rejoicing roſe, and let the nation fee TT Mm 
Three ſhining days of caſy liberty, c bid. 
Ere the mean tears. of want produc'd within nd iti 
Vain thought, repleniſh'd with rebellious fin, he du 
Oh, lock not, Iſrael! to thy former way, ro” | 
God cannot fail, and either wait or pray. * IS 
Within the borders of thy promis'd lands Mov1 
Lot's hapleſs wife a ſtrange example ſtands ; nd fic 
She turn'd her eyes, and felt her change begin, len wi 
And wrath as herce may meet reſembling ſin: he ble 
Then forward move thy camp, and forward ſtill, be 
And let ſweet Mercy bend thy flubborn will. g wa 
At thy complaint a branch in Marah caſt, hen a 
With ſweet'ning virtue mends the water's taſte; row t 
At thy complaint the lab'ring tempeſt fails, ut wh 
And drives atore a wondrous ſhower of quails; e chu 
In tender graſs the falling manna lies, nd th 
And heav*a itſelf the want of bread ſupplies: vi ey 
The rock divided flows upon the plain nd th 
At thy complaint, and {till thou wilt complain. an de 
As thus employ'd thou went the deſert through, 40 
Lo! Sinai Mount uprear'd its head to view; ve 


MOSES. 121 
bine eyes perceiv'd the darkly- rolling cloud, 

ine cars the trumpet ſhrill, the thunder loud; 

be jorky lightning ſhot in livid gleam; 

de {ſmoke aroſe ; the mountain, all a-flame, 240 
nak'd to the depths, and work'd with figns of awe, 
nile God deſcended te diſpente the law; 

& neither mercy, manfeſt in might, 

or pow 'r in terrors, could preſerve thee right. 
Provok'd with crimes of ſuch an heinous kind, 245 
mighty Juſtice {ware the doom deſign'd, 

hat they ſhould never reach the promis*d ſeat, 

rd Moſes greatly mourns their haſten'd fate. 

Fl think him now retu”d to public care, 

Viile night in pitchy plumes flides ſoft in air; 250 
| think him giving what the guilty ſeep, 

o thoughts where Sorrow glides and Numbers weep 
« thoughts of woes, that reign where ſuch prevail, 
nd man's ſhort lite, tho' not ſo ſhoit as trail. 

'ithin this circle for his inward eyes, 255 
© bids the fading low creation rile, 

nd ſtraight the train of mimic ſenſes brings 

be dulky ſhapes of tranſitory things; 

liro' penſive ſhades the viſions ſeem to range, 

hey cem to flouriſh, and they ſcem to change; 260 
moon decieaſing runs the ſilent iky, 

nd ſick ly birds un mouiting feathers fly; 

en walking count their days of bleſſing o'er, 

he bieflings vaniſh, and the tale's no more z 

ll bcurs of nightly watches ſteal away, 265 
g waters roll, green blades of grals decay; 

ten all the penſive ſhades, by jult degrees, 

tow taint in proſpect, and go off with theſe: 

ut while th' attecting notions pais along, 

e chuſes ſuch as beſt adorn his ſong, 270 
nd thus with God the riſing lays began, 

vl ever reigning, God compar'd with man; 

nd thus they move to man beneath his rod, 

in deeply ſinning, man chaſtis'd by God. 

„Oh, Lord! oh, Saviour! tho” thy choſen band 275 
ave ſtay'd like ſtrangeis in a foreign land, 
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122 PARNELL'S PORMS. 
©« Thro' number'd ages which have run their race, 
„Still has thy mercy been our q «elling place, ; 
« Betore the moſt exalted duſt of earth, 
© The ſtately mountains had receiv'd a birth, 295 
„ Before the pillars of the world were laid, 
« Before the habitable parts were made, 
Thou wert their God, tromthee their riſe they drew, 
« Thou great for ages, great for ever too. 
Man (mortal creature ) tram'd to feel decays, 283 
e Thine unreſiſted pow'r at pleaſure ſways; 
« Thou ſay'ſt, Return, and parting ſouls obey ; 
« Thou fay'ft, Return, and bodies fall to cla 
« For what's a thoufand fleeting years with thee? 


4 Or time, compar'd with long eternity? 27 


« Whoſe wings expanding, intinitely vaſt, 

« O'erſtretch its utmoſt ends of firſt and aſt 
« *Tis like thoſe hours that lately ſaw the ſun, 
« He role, and let, and all the day w was done 


« Or like the watches which dread night divide, 294 


e And, while we ſlumber, unregarded glide, 

« When all the preſent ſeems a thing of nougit, 
4 And paſt and future cloſe to waking thought. 

« As raging floods, when rivers fell with rain, 


« Bear down the groves, and overflow the plain, 30 


« So ſwift and ſtrong thy wondrous might app-ars, 
« So life is carried down the rolling years. 

&« As heavy fleep purſues the day's retreat 

« With dark, with ülgut, and unactive ſtate, 

6c So lite's attended on by certain doom, qc 
« And death's their reſt, their reſting- place a tomb; 
It quickly riſes, and it quickly goes, 

« And youth its morning, age its ev'ning ſhows. 
6 Thus tender blades of grals, when blams diffu(?, 
« Rile from the preſſure of their early dews, zi 
44 Point tow'rds the ſkies their elevated lpires, 

«© And proudly flouriſh in their green attires; 
But ſoon (ah, fading tate of things below:) 

«© The lcythe deſtructive mows the lovely thow ; 

% The riſing ſun thus faw their glories high, 

„ That un deſcended tres their glories dice 


MOSES. 12 
« We ſtill with more than common haſte of Fate 
« Are doom'd to periſh in thy kindi«d hate; 
Our public ſins for public jultice call, 
« And ſtand like marks on which thy judgments fall ; 
„Our ſecret fins, that folly thought conceal'd, 321 
« Are in thy light for puniſhment reveal'd; 
« Bercath the temors of thy wiath divine 
„Our days unmix'd with happinets decline, 
„Like empty ſtories, tedious, ſhort, and vain, 325 
And never, never more recall'd again. 
Vet what were lite, it to the longeſt date 
„Which we have nam'd a lite we hack' ned Fate? 
« Alas! its moſt computed length appears 
Jo reach the limits but of ſeventy years 330 
And it by ſtrength to fourſcore years we go, 
That ſtrength is labour, and that Jabcur woe; 
Then will thy term expire, and thou mult fly, 
Ob, Man! Oh, Creature! iurely born to die. 
„Fur who regards a truth ſo throughly known? 335 
Who dreads a wrath ſo maniteitly ſhown ? 
Who ſcems to tear it, tho' the danger vies 
With any pitch to which our tear can rife? 
O] teach us ſo to number all our days, 
„ zu That thele reflections may correct our ways; 340 
That theſe may lead us from deluſive dreams, 
Towalk in heav'nly Wiſdom's golden beams. 
„Return, O Lord! how long ſhall Iſrael ſin? 
How long thine anger be preſerv'd within? 

„before our time's irrevocably palt, 345 
ob; Be kind, be gracious, and return at laſt; 

Let favour ſoon diſpens'd, our fouls employ, 
* And ſtill remember'd favour live in joy: 
tub, Lend years of comforts for our years of woes, 

31 Send theſe, at leaſt, of equal length with thoſe; 350 
Shine on thy flock, and on their offspring thine z 
With tender mercy (ſweeteſt act divine) 

Bright rays of majelty, ſerenely ſhed, 

To reſt in glories on the nation's head 

Our future deeds with approbation bleſs, 355 
And, in the giving them, give us ſucceſs." 
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224 PARNELL'S POEMS. 


Thus, with forgiveneſs earneſtly deſir'd, Th 
Thus, in the raptures of a bliſs requir'd, To 
The man of God concludes his ſacred ſtrain ; Th 
Now fit and fee the ſubject once again; z IS 
See ghaſtly Death, where deſerts al] around The 
Spread forth the barren undelightful ground, Lite 
There ſtalks the ſilent melancholy ſhade, Oh! 
His naked bones reclining on a ſpade; Oh ! 
And thrice the ſpade with ſolemn ſadneſs heaves, $6; As 
And thrice earth opens in the form of graves; Ane 
His gates of darkneſs gape to take him in, But 
And where he ſoon would ſink he's puſh'd by ſin. And 

Poor Mortals ! here your common picture know, Wt « 


And with yourlelves in this acquainted grow; 3 Not 
Thro' lite with airy thoughtleſs pride you range, 
And vainly glitter in the iphere of change, 

A ſphere where all things but for time remain, 
Where no fix*d ſtars with endleſs glory reign, 

But meteors only, ſhort-liv'd metcors, rite, 37 
To ſhine, ſhoot down, and die, beneath the ſkies. 

There is an hour, ah! who that hour attends ? 
When man, the gilded vanity, deſcends ; 

When foreign force, or waſte of inward heat, 
Conſtrain the ſoul to leave its ancient {eat ; 3% 
When baniſh'd Beauty from her empire flies, 

And, with a languiſh, leaves the ſparkling eyes; 
When ſoft'ning muſic and perſuaſion tail, 

And all the charms t at in the tongue prevail; 
When ſpirits ſtop their courſe, when nerves unbrace, 
And outward action and perception ceaſe; ze 
*T'is then the poor deform'd remains ſhall be 

That naked ſkeleton we ſcem'd to ſee. 

Make this thy mirror if thou would'ſt have blißs; 
No flatt'ring image ſhews itſelf in this; 39 
But ſuch as lays the lofty looks of pride, 

And makes cool thought in humble channel glide; 
But ſuch as clears the cheats of Error's den, 
Whence magic miſts ſurround the fouls of men 
When ſelf. deluſion's trains adorn their flight, 395 
As ſnow's fair teathers ſleet to darken fight ; 


00 


365 


; MOSES, 
Then reſt, and in the work of fancy ſpread ; 
To gay-wav*d plumes for ev'ry mortal's head. 


125 


Thele empty forms, when Death appears, diſperſe, 


Or melt in tears upon its mournful herſe: 
The {ad reflection forces men to know 

Life ſurely fails and ſwiftly flies below. 

Oh! leſt thy tolly loſe the profit ſought, 

0h! never touch it with a glancing thought, 


As men to glaſſes come, and ſtrais st withdraw, 


And ſtraight forget what ſort of face they ſaw; 
But fix, intently fix, thine inward eyes, 

And in the ſtrength of this great truth be wile : 
If on the globe's dim fide our ſenſes ſtray, 

Not us'd to perfect light, we think it day, 


Deceittul wiſhes, big with diſtant dreams; 
But if our reaſon purge the carnal fight, 
And place its objects in their juſter light, 


Ard wake thro' death to riting lite above. 
Here o'er my ſoul a ſolemn ſilence reigns, 
Preparing thought for new celeſtial ſtrains; 
The former vaniſh off, the new begin, 
The ſolemn filence ſtands like night between; 
in whoſe dark boſom day departing lies, 
Ard day ſucceeding takes a Lode riſe. 
But tho' the long be chang'd, be ſtill the flame, 
Auch till the prophet, in my lines the fame ; 
Wit! care renew'd, upon the children dwell, , 
Whoſe ſinful fathers in the deſert fell 
With care renew'd, if any cate can do, 
Ah! left they fin, and left they perith too. 

Go leck for Moles at you” lacied tent, 
On which the Preſence makes a bright deſcent. 
ber old the cloud with radiant glory tair, 
Like a wreath'd pillar, cuils it ſelf in air! 
Echold it hov'ring juſt above the door, 
auc Moſes meekly kneeling on the floor; 
hut if the gazing turn thy edge of fight, 
„ darknheis ſpring from untupported light, 
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Death ſeems long ſleep, and hopes of heav'nly beams, 


We change the fide, from dreams on earth we move, 
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126 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
Then change the ſenſe, be fight in hearing drown'd, 0 


While theſe ſtrange accents trom the viſion ſound, Prot 

«© The time, my Servant, is approaching nigh, 40 
«© When thou ſhalt gather'd with thy fathers lie; 40, 11 
&« And ſoon thy nation, quite torgettul grown «A 
« Of all the glories which mine arm has ſhown, « A 
ce Shall thro* my covenant perverſely break, « A 
« Delpiſe my worthip, and my name forſake, 4 & 
& By cuſtoms conquer'd, where to rule they go, 44; 5 
& And ſerving gods that can't protect their toe. « © 
% Diſpleas'd at this, I'il turn my face afide « Fe 
4 Till ſharp Affliction's rod reduce their pride; 4 
ce Till brought to better mind they ſeck relief, 10 
4 By good confeſſions in the midſt of griet. 4% , 7; 
4 Then write thy ſong, to ſtand a witneſs ſtill « Þ 
« Of tavours paſt, and of my future wall ; « W 
« For I their vain conceits before diſcern ; « T. 


& Then write thy ſong, which Liracl's ſons ſhall learn. . 

As thus the wondrous voice its charge repeats, 435 
The prophet muſing deep within repeats, 

He ſeems to feel it on a ſtreaming ray 

Pierce thro' the ſoul, enlight'ning all its way; 
And much obedient will, and free deſire, 

And much his love of Jacob's ſeed, inſpire; 460 
And much, oh! much above the warmth of thoſe 
The ſacred Spirit in his boſom glows 

Majeitic Notion ſeems decrees to nod, 

And holy Tranſport ſpeaks the words of God. 

He now returns, the finiſh'd roll he brings, 463 
Enrich'd with itrains of paſt and future things; 
The prieſts in order to the tent repair, 

The gather'd Tribes attend the elders there: 


Oh! ſacred Mercy's inexhauſted ſtore! 7 
Shall theſe have warning of their faults before! =. 
Shall theſe be told the recompenſes due ! « 
Shall heav'n and earth be call'd to witneſs too! « T6 


Then till the tumult, if it will be fo, 

Let fear to loſe a word its caution ſhow z 
Let cloſe Attention in dead calm appear, 
And ſoſtly, ſoftly ſteal with ſilence near, 


MOSES, 127 
While Moſes, rais'd above the liſt'ning throng, 
Pronounces thus, in all their ears, the ſong, 
« Hear, oh ye Heav*ns! creation's lofty ſhow, 
Hear, oh thou heav'n-encompaſs'd Earth below 
« As ſilver ſhow'rs of gently dropping rain, 481 
« As honey dews diſtilling on the plain, 
« As rain, as dews, for tender graſs deſign'd, 
« So ſhall my ſpeeches fink within the mind, 
So ſweetly turn the ſoul's enliv'ning food, 485 
« £ fill and cheriſh hopeful ſeeds of good, 
« For now my numbers to the world abroad 
„Will londly celebrate the name of God. 
« Aſcribe, thou Nation ! ev*ry favour'd tribe 
« Excelling greatnefs to the Lord aſcribe ; 490 
« The Lord! the Rock! on whom we {ately truſt, 
« Whole work is perfect, and whoſe ways are juſt ; 
« The Lord! whoſe promiſe ſtands for ever true; 
n. The Lord! moſt righteous, and moſt holy too. 
455 « Ah! worle election! ah! the bonds of fin! 495 
They chuſe themſelves to take corruption in; 
They ttain their fouls with vice's deepeſt blots, 
« When only trailties are his childrens” ſpots : 
« Their thoughts, words, actions, all are run aſtray, 
« And none more crooked, more perverſe, than they. 
Say, rebel Nation! and unwilely light, 501 
* Say, will thy folly thus the Lord requite? 
# Or 1s he not the God who made thee tree, 
« Whoſe mercy purchas'd and eſtabliſh'd thee ? 
46% Remember well the wondrous days of old, © 5og 
The years of ages long before thee told; 
& Aſk all thy fathers, who the truth will ſhow, 
& Or aſk thine elders, tor thine elders know. 
„When the Moſt High, with ſceptre pointed Gown, 
De crib'd the realms of each beginning ctown;z 510 
„When Adam's offspring, providential care, 
* To people countries, ſcatter'd here and there, 
« He to the limits of their lands confin'd, 
„That favour'd Iirae! has its part aſſign'd; 
For Israel 1s the Lord's, and gains the place 515 
* Referv*d for thoſe whom he would chuſe to grace. 
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123 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
« Him in the deſert, him his mercy found, 
«© Where Faminedwells, and howling deafs the ground; 
« Where dread is felt, by ſavage noile increalit, 
4 Where Solitude erects its feat on walte ; $20 
% And there he led him, and he taught him there, 
« And ſafely kept him with a watchtul cart; 
© The tender apples of our heedful eve 
% Not more in guard, nor more ſecurely lie, 
&« And as an eagle, that attempts to bring 823 
« Her unexperienc'd young to truit the wing, 
c Stirs up her neſt, and flutters o'er their heads, 
« And all the forces of her pinions ſpreads, 
& And takes and bears them on her plumes abore, 
& To give peculiar proof of royal love; $30 
«© *T'was fo the Lord, the gracious Lord alone, 
« With kindneſs moſt peculiar led his own; _ 
« As no ſtrange god concurr'd to make him tree, 
© So none had pow'r to lead him through but he. 
« To lands excelling lands, and planted high, «35 
© That boalts the kindeſt influencing (ky, 
« He brought, he bore him, on the wings of grace, 
«© To taſte the plenties of the ground's increaltc ; 
£ Sweet dropping honey from the rocky ſoil, 
From flinty rocks the ſmoothly flowing oil, 540 
© The gilded butter from the ately kine, 
„ The milk with which the dugs of ſheep decline, 
« The marrow-fatnels of the tender lambs, 
«© The bulky breed of Baſan's goats and rams, 
The fineſt flow'ry-wheat that ciowns the plain, 445 
« Diſtends its huſk, and loads the blade with grain; 
« And ſtill he drank, from ripe delicious heaps 
« Of cluſters preis'd, the pureit blood of grapes: 
But thou art wanton tat, and kickeli now ; 
«© Oh! well directed; oh! Jeſhuran, thou; 650 
& Thou ſoon wert fat, thy ſides were thickly grown, 
« Thy fatneſs deeply cover'd every bone; 
4 Then wanton tulneſs vain obliviou brought, 
« And God, that made and ſav'd thee, was forget. 
«« While gods of foreign lands, and rites abhorr'd, 555 
To jealouſies and anger mov'd the Lord; 


MOSFS. 129 
« While gods thy fathers never knew were own'd, 
„And fiends themſelves with ſacrifice aton'd. 
« 0h! fools, unmindful whence your order'd frame, 
« And whence your life-infuſing ſpirit, came: 560 
« Such ſtrange corruptions could his hate provoke, 
« And thus their fate his indignation ſpoke : 
« It is decreed, I'll hide my face, and fee 
« When I forſake them, what their end ſhall be; 
« For they're a froward, very troward ftrain! 565 
They promiſe duty, but return diſdain. 
„Within my ſoul they've rais'd a jealous flame, 
« By new-nam'd gods, and only gods in name; 
« They make the burnings of my anger glow 
« By guilty vanity's di! pleaſing ſhow. 570 
' alſo teach their jealouty to tret 
« At ſuch as are not form'd a people yet; 
« I'll make their anger vex their inward breaft, 
« When ſuch as have not krown my laws are bleſt. 
« A fire, a fire, that, nothing can allwage, 575 
«Is kindled in the fierceneſs of my rage, 
„ Io burn the depths, conſume the land's increaſe, 
« And on the mountains” ſtrong foundations ſeize. 
« Thick heaps of miſchief on their heads I ſend, 
And all mine arrows wing'd with fury ſpend. 580 
« Slow parching death, and peſtilential heat, 
«Shall bring the bitter pangs of ling'ring fate. 
The teeth of beaſts ſhall ſwift deſtruction bring; 
The ſerpents' wound them with envenom'd ſting; 
tes I he (word without, and dread within, conſume 585 


20 


$33 


1; WT The youth and virgin in their lovely bloom; 
' Weak tender Infancy by ſuckling fed, 
: ' And helpleſs Age with hoary troſted head. 
{I ſaid I'd fcatter all the fintul race, 
co | ſaid I'd make its mere remembrance ceaſe, 590 
vn, But that I tear'd the toes? unruly pride, 


Their glory vaunted, and my pow'r deny'd. 
While thus they * our arm has ſhewn us brave; 
ot. And God did nothing, for he could not fave: 
9s fond their thoughts are, ſo remote of ſenſe, 595 
And blind i in ev” 'ry courle of Providence. 
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140 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
4 O did they know to what my judgments tend! 

« O would they ponder on their latrer-end ! 

& They ſoon would find, that when upon the field 

& One makes a thouſand, two ten thoutand yield, 6c 
c The Lord of Hoſts has fold a rebel ſtate, 

« And ſure enclos'd it in the nets of Fate; 

« For what's another's rock compar'd with ours? 

<< Let them be judges that have prov'd their pow'rs, 
& That on their own have vainly call'd for aid, 643 
« While ours to freedom and to glory led. 

«© Their vine, indeed, may ſeem to flouriſh fair, 

© But yet it grows in Sodom's tainted air; 

« It ſucks corruption from Gomorrah's fields, 

&« And galls for grapes in bitter cluſters yields, 619 
ce And poiſon ſheds for wine, like that which comes 
« From aſps' and dragons” death intected gums, 

« And are not theſe their hateful fins reveal'd, 

« And in my treaſures for my juſtice ſeal'd? 

«© To me the province of revenge belongs, Ci 
c To me the certain recompenle of wrongs ; 

«© Their feet ſhall totter in appointed time, 

« And threat'ning danger overtake their crime, 
For wing'd with feather'd haſte the minutes fly, 
« To bring thoſe things that muſt afflièt them nigh. 629 
«© The Lord will judge his own and bring them low, 
&«& And then repent, and turn upon the toe ; 

& And when the ju*3ments from his own remove, 

ce Will thus the toe convincingly reprove. 

« Where are the gods, the rock, to whom in vain 625 
« Your off rings have been made, your victims {lain? 
Let them ariſe, let them afford their aid, 

« And with ProteCtion's ſhield ſurround your head, 
c Know then your Maker, I the Lord am he, 
„Nor ever was there any god with me; 630 
& And death or life, or wounds or health, I give, 
Nor can another from my pow'r reprieve, 

With ſolemn ſtate I lift my arm on high, 

«© Above the glories of the lotty (ky ; 

And by myſelf majeſtically ſwear 635 
6 I live for ever, and for ever there, | 


MOSES, 131 
If in my rage the glitt' ring ſword I whet, 
And ſternly fitting take the judgment-ſeat, 
My juſt awarding ſentence dooms my toe, 
And vengeance wields the blade, and gives the blow; 
and deep in fleſh the blade of fury bites, 6414 
And deadly deep my bearded arrow lights, 
And both grow drunk with blood defil'd in fin, 
When executions of revenge begin. 
« Then let his nation in a common voice, 145 
Aud with his nation let the world, rejoice : 
For whether he tor crimes or trials ſpill 
(His ſervants' blood, he will avenge it ſtil] : 
He'll break the troops, he'll ſcatter them afar, 
eo VV ho vex our realm with deſolating war, 650 
and on the favour'd Tribes, and on the land, 
shed victories and peace from Mercy's hand.“? 
Hereceas'd the ſong, and Lirae] look'd behind, 
ind gaz'd before, with unconfining mind, 
Cit \nd, fix'd in lence and amazement, {aw 655 
The ſtrokes of all their {tate beneath the law. 
Their recollection does its light preſent, 
To thew the mountain bleſs'd with God's deſcent, 
To ſhew their wand' rings, their unfix'd abode, 
60 all their guidance in the deſert road: 660 
ow, Iten where the beams of recollection go, 
[0 leave the fancy diſpoſſeſs'd of ſhow, 
Lic taner light of propheſy's begun, 
Viich op'ning future days ſupplies their ſun : 
615 WW) (uch a fun (and fancy needs no more) 665 
ain? ey ice the coming times, and walk them o'er ; 
nl now they gain that reit their travail fought, 
J. vwmilk and honey ſtream along the thought; 
ton they feel their ſouls, the blethngs cloy, 
(10 % God's forgot in full excels of joy: 670 
id oft” they fin, and oft” his anger burns, 
und ev'ry nation's made their ſcourge by turns; 
[\l: oft repenting, they convert to God, 
„d he repenting too deſtroys the rod. 
6% Nation! timely warn'd in ſacred ftra.n 675 
ber let thy Moſes ſing in vam; | 
1 


132 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
Dare to be good, and happinets prolong z 
Or if thy folly will tulfl the ſong, 

At leaſt be found the ſeidomer in ill, 

And (till repent, and ſoon repent thee ſtill. 
When ſuch fair paths thou ſhalt avoid to tread, 
Thy blood will reſt upon thy ſinful head; 
Thy crime by laſting will ſecure thy for, 
The gracious warning to the Gentiles go, ſep | 
And all the world, that's call'd to witneis here, 
Convinc'd by thine ex: imple, learn to tear. 
The Gentile word, a myitic Itrael grown, 
Will in thy firit condition find their own 

A God's deſcent, a piigrimage below, 

And promis'd re{t where living waters flow: 
They' ee the pen, deicribe in ev'ry trace 
The irowns or anger, or the {miles of grace; 
Why mercy turns afube and leaves to ſhine, 


What cauſe provokes the jealouſy divine; ith 
hear 

bad juitice Kindles dire avenging fla. mes, 6; - 
4 


nat endlels pow'r the lifted arm pioclaims; 
Why mercy ſhines again with cheertul ray, 
And glory double-gids the lightiome day. 
Tho vations change, and Irael's empire dies, 
Vet itill the caſe vn earth again may rite z 700 
Eternal Providence its rule retains, 
And ſtill preſerves, and itill applies, the ſtrains. 

"T'was ſuch a gift the prophet's ſacred pen, 
On his departure, left the ſons of men. 
Thus he, aud thus the ſwan her breath reſigns, 70 
(Within the beauty of poetic lines,) 
He white with innocence, his figure ſhe, 
And buth harmonious, but the ſweeter he. 
Death learns to charm, and while it leads to bliſs, 
Has found a lovely circumltance in this, 710 
To ſuit the meekett turn of eaſy mind, 
And actions chcertul in an air reſign'd. 

Thou Flock, whom Moles to thy ti ecdom led, 
How wilt thou lay the venerable dead! 
Go (if thy fathers taught a works they Kev! 70 
Gov build a pyramid io glory due; 


+ 


MOSES, 133 
are the broad baſe, with ſloping ſides ariſe, 
\nd let the point diminiſh in the ſkies ; 
here leave the corple, impending o'er his head 
he wand whoſe motion winds and waves obey'd. 
I Gable banners to the ſight deſcribe 721 
te painted arms of ev'ry mourning tribe. 
ud thus may public grief adorn the tomb 
rep ſtreaming downwards thro” the vaulted room. 
n the black ſtone a fair inicription raiſe, 725 
hat ſums his government, to {peak his praiſe 
id may the ſty le as brightly worth proclaim, 
if Affection with a pointed beam 
tgrav'd or fir'd the words, or Honour due 
ad with itſelf inlaid the tablet through. 730 
But ſtop the pomp that is not man's to pay, 
or God will grace him in a nobler way; 
line eyes perceive an orb of heav'nly ſtate, 
Vith (plendud forms and light ſerene replete z 
„Jar the ſound of flutt'ring wings in air, 735 
bear the tunetul tongues of angels there: 
ey fly, they bear, they reſt, on Nebo's head, 
nd in thick glory wrap the rev'rend dead, 
lis errand crowns his ſongs, and tends to prove 
MW near communion with the quire above. 740 
g ſwiftly down the ſteepy mount they go, 
ow {wittly glides their ſhining orb below, 
nd now moves off where riſing grounds deny 
o lpread their valley to the diitant eye. 
beis'd Inhabitants of glitt'ring a! 745 
7 vw've borne the prophet, but we know not where. 
raps leſt Iſrael, over-fondly led, 
rating worth when envy leaves the dead, 
light plant a grove, invent new rites divine, 
ake him their idol, and his grave the ſhrine. 750 
ut what diſorder ? what repels the light ? 
id ere its ſeaſon forces on the night? 
iy lweep the ſpectres o'er the blaſted ground? 
lat ſhakes the Mount with hollow-roaring ſound ? 
ll rolls beneath it, Terror ſtalks before 755 
th ſhricks and groans, and Horror burks a door, 
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134 PARNELL'S POEMS; 
And Satan riſes in internal ſtate, 
Drawn up by Malice, Envy, Rage, and Hate; 

A dark'ning vapour with ſulphureous ſteam, 

In pitchy curlings, edg'd by ſullen flame, 76 

And tram'd a chariot for the dreadful form, 

Drives whirling up on mad Contulion's ſtorm. 
Then fiercely burning where the prophet dy'd, 

% Nor ſhall thy nation ſcape my wrath," he cry'd; 

This corpſe I'll enter, and thy flock miſlead, 56 

« And all thy miracles my lies ſhall aid. 

« But where ?—He's gone, and by the ſcented ſky, 

4 The fav'rite courtiers have been lately nigh. 

« O! ſlow to bus'nels, curs'd in miſchief *s hour; 

% Trace on their odours, and if hell has pow'r—" 

This (aid, with ſpite, and with a bent for ill, 1 

He ſhot with fury from the trembling hill. 


In vain, proud Fiend, thy threats are half exprel 


And half lie choking in thy ſcornful breaſt; 

His ſhining bearers have perform'd their right, 7 
And laid him ſoftly down in ſhades of night. 

A warrior heads the band, great Michael he, 
Renown'd for victories in wars with thee ; 

A ſword of flame to ſtop thy courſe he bears, 


Nor has thy rage avail'd, nor can thy ſnares. #4! 


The Lord rebuke thy pride, he meekly cries; 

The Lord has heard him, and thy project dies. 
Here Moſes leaves my ſong, the Tribes retire, 

The deſert flies, and forty years expire. 

And now, my Fancy! for a while be itil}, 71 

And think of coming down from Nebo's hill: 

Go, ſcarch among thy forms, and thence piepare 

A cloud in folds of ſoft ſurrounding air: 

Go, find a breeze to lift thy cloud on high, 

To watt thee gently-rock'd in open tky ; 7 

Then ſtealing back to leave a filent calm, 

And thee repoſing in a grove of palm; 

The place will ſuit my next ſucceeding ſtrain, 

And I'll awake thee toon to fing again, 1 
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IME ! fire of years, unfold thy leaf anew, 
And ſtill the paſt recall ro preſent view; 
| read forth their circles, ſwiftly gaze them o'er, 
0; Wut where an action's nobly tung betore, 
„ere ſtop and ſtay for me, whoſe thoughts deſign 
lo make another's ſong re ſound in mine. 
ky, is where the prieſts? proceſſion bore the law, 
Vhen Jordan's parted waters fix'd with awe 
Vhile Tfrael march'd upon the naked ſand, 
admir'd the wonder, and obtain'd the land; 
ide thro* the num'rous fates of Canaan's kings, 
Vhile Conqueſts rode on Expedition's wings; 
xpreiWlance over Iſrael at a ſingle view, 
n bondage oft*, and oft* unbound anew, 
Till Jabun riſe, and Deb'rah ſtand enroll'd 
pon the gilded leaf 's revolving told, 
Oh! king ſubdu'd 1 oh! woman born to fame 
0h! wake my fancy for the glorious theme; 
Dh! wake my fancy with the ſenſe of praiſe, 
Dh! wake with warblings of triumphant lays ; 
The land you riſe in ſultry ſuns invade, 
ut when you riſe to ſing you'll find a ſhade. 
Thoſe trees, in order and with verdure crown'd, 
The ſacred propheteſs's tent ſurround, 
ind that fair palm a- front exactly plac'd, 
That overtops and overſpreads the reſt, 
re War the firm root a moſly bank ſupports, 
here Juſtice opens unexpenſive courts, 
There Deb'rah fits, the willing Tribes repair, 
er their cauſes, and ſhe judges there; 
or needs a guard to bring her ſubjects in, 
ach grace, each virtue, proves a guard unſeen, 
or wants the penalties enforcing law, 
nile great Opinion gives effectual awe, 
Now twenty years that roll'd in heavy pain, 
w Jabin gall them with Oppreſſion's chain, 
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136 PARNELL'S POFMS, 
When ſhe, ſubmiſſive to divine command, 
Proclaims a war for freedom o'er the land, 
And bids young Barak with thoſe men deſcend, 
Whom in the mountains he for battle train'd, 
Go,“ ſays the propheteſs, “ thy foes aſſail; 
© Go, make ten thouſand over all prevail; 
& Make Jabin's captains feel thine edged {word, 
& Make all his army—Ged has ſpoke the word.“ 
He, fit for war, and Iſrael's hope in fight, 4; 
Yet doubts the number, and by that the fight ; 
Then thus replies, with with to ſtand ſecure, 
Or eager thought to know the conqueſt ſure: 
& Belov'd of God, lend thou thy preſence too, 
« And I with gladneſs lead th' appointed few; 30 
« But if thou wilt not, let thy Son deny, 
« For what's ten thouſand men, or what am I?” 
« Tf fo," ſhe cries, ** a ſhare of toil be mine, 
& Another ſhare, and ſome diſhonour thine ; 


2 


4 For God, to puniſh doubt, reſolves to ſhow 33 


© That leſs than numbers can ſuppreſs his foe: 
« You'll move to conquer, and the foes to yield, 
te But 'tis a woman's act tecures the field.“ 

Now ſeem the warriors in their ranks aſſign'd, 
Now furling banners flutter in the wind; 60 
Her words encourage, and his actions lead, 

Hope ſpurs them forward, Valour draws the blade, 
And Freedom, like a fair reward for all, 
Stands reaching forth her hands, and ſeems to call, 

On t*other.ſide, and almoſt o'er the plain, 6 
Proud Sis'ra, Jabin's captain, brings his men, 
As thick as locuſts on the vintage fly, 

As thick as ſcatter'd leaves in autumn lie, 
Bold with ſucceſs againſt a nation try'd, 


And proud of numbers, and ſecure in pride. 7 


Now ſound the trumpet, now my fancy warms, 
And now methinks I view their toils in arms; 
'The lively phantoms tread my boundleſs mind, 
And no taint colours or weak ſtrokes deſign'd. 
See where in diſtant conquett from atar 
The pointed arrows bring the wounds of war; 
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DEBORAH; 137 

e where the lines with cloſer force engage, 

and thruſt the ſpear, and whirl the ſword of rage: 

ere break the files, and vainly ſtrive to cloſe, 

There on their own repell'd aſſiſt their focs : 89 

:re Deb'rah calls, and Jabin's ſoldiers fly; 

There Barak fights, and Jabin's ſoldiers die. 

ut now nine hundred chariots roll along, 

xpert their guiders, and their horſes ſtrong, 

Ind Terror rattling in their fierce array, 3%; 

ears down on Iſrael to reſtore the day. 

hh! Lord of Battles! oh! the danger's near; 

Miſt thine Iſrael, or they periſh here. 

ow ſwift is Mercy's aid! behold it fly 

In ruſhing tempeſts thro* the troubled-iky ; 90 

Vith daſhing rain, with pelting hail, they blow, 

nd ſharply drive them on the tacing foe. 

Thus bleſs'd with help, and only touch'd behind, 

The fav'rite nation preſſes in the wind. 

but heat of act ion now diſturbs the ſight, 95 

nd wild confuſion mingles all the figbt; 

old-whiſtling winds, and ſhrieks of dying men, 

nd groans and armour, ſound in all the plain. 

The bands of Canaan Fate no longer dare, 

Pppreſs'd by weather, and deſtroy'd by war, 109 

ind from his chariot, whence he rul'd the fight, 

[heir haughty leader leaps to join the flight; 

ke where he flies, and fee the victor near; 

| Wr2pid Conqueſt in purſuit of Fear: 

. (ee! they both make off, the work is o'er, 10g 

and fancy clear'd of viſion as before. | 
Tuus (if the mind of man may ſeem to move 

Vith ſome reſemblance of the ſkies above,) 

Vben wars are gath'ring in our hearts below, 

eve ſeen their battles in ethereal ſhow z 110 

Ihe long-diſtended tracks of opening ſky, 

Ide phantoms azure field of fight ſupply ; 

Lie whitith clouds an argent armour yicld, 

Lradiant blazon gilds their argent ſhicld ; 

Fong glitt'ring comets point the levell'd ſpear, 115 

lich tor their pennons hang their flaming hai, = 
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138 pARNELL's POEMS: 
And. o'er the helms, for gallant glory dreſt, 
Sit curls of air, and nod upon the creſt. 
Thus arm'd they ſeem to march, and ſeem to fight, 
And ſeeming wounds of death delude the fight; 120 
The ruddy thunder-clouds look ſtain'd with gore, 
And for the din of war within they roar; 
Then flies aſide, and then aſide purſues, 
Till in their motion all their ſhapes they looſe; 
Diſperſing air concludes the mimic ſcene, 125 
The ſky ſhuts up, and ſwiftly clears again. 
But does their Sis'ra ſhare the common tate, 
Or mourn his humbled pride in dark retreat ? 
With ſuch inquiry near the palm repair, 
Victorious Honour knows, and telis it there, 130 
To that fair type of Tirael's late ſucceſs, 
Which nobly riſes as its weights depreſs, 
To that fair type returns the jovful band, 
Whoſe courage roſe to free their groaning land; 
There ſtands the leader in the pomp of arms, 133 
There ſtands the judge in Beauty's awful charms, 
And whillt reclin'd upon the reiting (pear, 
He pants with chace, and breathes in calmer air, 
Her thoughts are working with a backward view, 
And would in ſong the great exploit renew 14088” De 
She ſees an arm'd Oppreſſion's hundred hands 
Impole its fetters on the promis'd lands; 
She ſees their nation ſtruggling in the chains, 
And wars ariſing with unequal trains: 
She ſees their fate in arms, the field imbru'd, 145 
The foe diſorder'd, and the toe purſu'd, 
Till Conqueſt, dreſs'd in rays ot glory, come 
With Peace and Freedom brought in triumph home; 
Then round her heart a beamy gladneſs plays, 
Which, darting forward, thus converts to praiſe: 1:0 
« For Iſrael's late avengings on the foe, 
«© When led by no compelling pow'r below, 
«© When each ſpring forward ot their own accord, 
For this, for all the mercy, praiſe the Lord! 
« Hear, O ye Kings! ye neighb'ring Princes! hear 
& My ſong triumphant ſhall initru&t your fear; #3 
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My ſong triumphant bids your glory bow 
To God confels*'d, the God of Jacob now. 

« 0 glorious Lord ! when with thy ſov'reign hand 
tThou led the nation off from Edom's land, 160 
Then trembled earth, and ſhook the heav'ns on high, 
And clouds in drops forſook the melted ſky; 

With tumbling waters hills were heard to roar, 
And felt ſuch ſhocks as Sinai felt before; 

But fear abating, which by time decays, 165 
The kings of Canaan roſe in Shamgar's days, 

And {till continued in Jael's times, 

(Their empire fixing with ſucceſsful crimes 

( Oppreſſion ravag'd all our loſt abodes, 

Nor dare the people truſt the common roads, 170 
But paths perplex'd and unfrequented choſe, 

(To ſhun the danger of perplexing foes, 

Thus direful was deform'd the country round, 
Unpeopled towns, and diſimprov'd the ground, 

Till I, reſolving in the gap to ſtand, I75 
(I, Deb'rah, roſe, a motner of the land, 

Where others, flaves by ſettled cuſtom grown, 
„Could ſerve, and chuſe to ſerve the gods unknown; 
Where others ſuffer'd with a tame regret 
Deſtruction ſpilling blood in ev'ry gate, 180 
And forty thouſand had not for the field 

One ſpear offenſive, or defenſive ſhield. 

«O tow'rds the leaders of my nation move, 

*0 beat my warming heart with ſenſe of love; 

# Commend th' aſſertors on their own accord, 185 
And bleſs the ſov'reign cauſer, bleſs the Lord ! 

« Speak ye, that ride with pow'r return'd in ſtate, 
Speak ye the praiſe that rule the judgment- eat; 
„Speak ye the praiſe to God that walk the roads, 
While ſafety brings you to reltor'd abodes! 190 

«The reſcu'd villagers, no more afraid 
*Of archers lurking in the faithleſs thade, 

And ſudden death convey*'d from ſounding ftrings, 
„Shall ſafe approach the waters” rifing ſprings; 
And, while their turns of drawing there tuey wait, 
*Loit ring in eaſe upon a molly feat, 496 
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140 PARNELL'S POEMS. 

« Call all the bleſſings of the Lord to mind, To 
4 And img the Lord, in all the bleſſings kind. W. 
The townimen, reſcu'd from the tyrant's reign, Th 
&« Shall flock with joy to fill their walls again, 250 By 
„ See Juſtice in the gates the balance bear, In 
And none but her unſheath a weapon there. Ye 

« Awake, O Deb'rah! O awake, to praile! Th 
« Awake, and utter forth triumphant lays. on 
« Ariſe, O Barak | be thy pomp begun, 2c; In 
& Lead on thy triumph, thou Abinoam's ſon, An 


« Thy captives bound in chains, when God's decree pre 


« Made humbled princes ſtoop their necks to thee, Th 
„% When he, the giver of ſucceſs in fight, Th 
« Advanc'd a woman o'er the ſons of Might. 210% a, 

« Againſt this Amalec of banded foes, 01 
« I, Deb' rah, root of al} the war, aroſe, An 
« From Ephraim ſprung, and leading Ephraim's line, WW T1; 
«© The next in riſing, Benjamin, was thine. Co 
4 The ruling heads of half Manaſſah's land, 215 ww 
4 To ſerve in danger left their fafe command; Ar 
« The tribe of Zebulun's unactive men 40 ( 
4 For glorious arms forſook the peaceful pen; (Sc 


& The Lords of Ifſachar with Deb'rah went, 
«© The Tribe with Barak to the vale was ſent, 220 7; 


« Where he on foot perform'd the general's part, Bu 
4 And ſhar'd the ſoldiers' toil to raile their heart. Ab 
« But Reuben's ſtrange diviſions juſtly wrought T5 

4% Amongſt his brethren deep concern of thought. im 
% Ah! while the nation in affliction lay, 225 aun 
How couldſt thou, Reuben! by the theepfolds iyi a; 
« And let thy bleating flock divert thy days, W 
« That idly pais'd thee with inglorious calc ? on 
« Divided Tribe! without thy dangers free, A, 
« Deep were the ſearchings of our heart for thee. 230 5), 
6: Qur Gilead too, by ſuch example ſway'd, (Be 
«« With unconcern beyond the river itay'd He 


« And Dan in ſhips at {ea for ſatety rode, 
And frighten'd Ather in is rocks abode. 

% Now ting the field, the teats of war begun, 237 
s And praile thy Naphtali with Zebulun; 
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Jo deaths expos'd in poſts advanc'd they ſtood, 
With ſouls reſolv'd, and gallant rage of blood: 
Then came the kings and fouzht ; the gather'd kings, 
By waters ſtreaming from Megiddo's ſprings, 240 
In Taanach vale ſuſtain'd the daring toil, 

Vet neither fought for pay, nor won the ſpoil, 

The ſkies, indulgent in the cauſe of right, 

On Iſrael's fide againſt their army fight; 

In evil aſpects ſtars and planets range, 245 
And by the weather in tempeſtuous change 

Promote the dire diſtreſs, and make it known 

That God has hoſts above to fave his own, 

The Kiſhon ſwell'd, grew rapid as they fled, 

And roll'd them, ſinking, down its ſandy bed. 250 
0 river Kiſhon! river of renown ! 

And, O my Soul! that trod their glory down; 

The ſtony paths, by which diſorder'd flight 
Convey'd their troops and chariots from the fight, 
(With rugged points their horſes? hoots diſtreſt, 255 
And broke them, prancing in impetuous haſte. 

« Curle, curſe ye Meroz! curſe the town ahhorr'd! 
(50 ſpake the glorious angel of the Lord ;) 

For Meroz came not in the field prepar'd, 

220% To join that ſide on which the Lord declar'd: 260 
(But bleſs ye Jael; be the Kenites' name 

Above our women's bleſs'd in endlets fame. 
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t The captain, faint with ſore fatigue of flight, 
Implor'd for water to ſupport his might, 

and milk the pour'd him, while he water ſought, 
i And in her lordly diſh her butter brought, 266 


With courage well deſerving to prevail, 

' Une hand the hammer held, and one the nail, 

And him reclin'd to fleep ſhe boldly flew ; 
be (mote, ſhe pierc'd, ſhe (truck, the templesthrough: 

Before her feet, reluctant, on the clay 271 
He bow'd, he fell; he bow'd, he fell, he lay; 
He bow'd, he fell, he dy'd. By ſuch degrees, 
As thrice ſhe ſtruck, each ſtroke's effect the ſees. 
His mother gaz'd with long-expecting eyes, 275 
And, grown impatient, thro” the lattice cries, 
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142 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
« Why moves the chariot of my fon fo flow ? 
« Or what affairs retard his coming lo ? 
« Her ladies anſwer'd—hut ſhe would not ſtay, 
(For pride had taught what flatt'ry meant to ſay,) 
„ They” ve ſped, (ſhe ſays ;) and now the prey they (hare 
« For each a damſel, or a lovely pair; 127 
&« For Sis'ra's part a robe of gallant grace, 
« Where divers colours rich embroid'ry trace, 
% Meet for the necks of thoſe who win the ſpoil 28; 
«© When triumph offers its reward for toil, 

„ Thus perith all whom God's decrees cppcſe ; 
«© Thus, like the vanquifh'd, periſh all thy toes; 
« But let the men that in thy name delight 
« Be like the ſun in heav'nly glory bright, 2905 
„When mounted on the dawn he poſts away, 
« And with full ſtrength increaſes on the day.“ 

*T'was here the prophetels retpir'd from ſoug, 

Then loudly ſhouted all the cheertul throng, 
By freedom gain'd, by victory complete, 29 
Prepar'd for mirth irregularly great. 
The frowns of ſorrow gave their ancient place 
To pleaſure, drawn in imiles on ev'ry face: 
The groans of ſlav'ry were no longer wrung, 
But thoughts of comfort from the bleſſing ſprung; 3:0 
And as they ſhouted from the breezy weſt, 
Amongſt the plumes that deck the fingers” creſt, 


The ſpirit of Applauſe itſelf convey'd 
On wafted air, and lightly waving play'd. ow 
Such was the caſe, (or ſuch ideas flow 505Wcto! 


From thought repleniſh'd with triumphant ſhow,) 
What rais'd their joy their love could alſo raiſe, 
And each contended in the words of praiſe ; 
And ev'ry word proclaim'd the wonders paſt, 
And God was ſtill the firſt, and till the laſt; 3108 6 
Deep in their ſouls the fair impreſſion lay, h 
Deep - trac'd, and never to be worn away. 

From hence the reſcu'd generation ſtill 
Abhorr'd the practice of rebellious ill, 
And fear'd the puniſhment for il] abhorr'd, 315 
And lov'd repentance, and ador'd the Lord, 


His face ſerene with ſettled favour ſhin'd, 
Fir baniſh'd Order was recall'd in ſtate, 
„ 
Are 
:2:]Way-blooming Plenty roſe with large increaſe; 
weet Mercy thoſe who thought on mercy bleſt, 
and ſo for forty years the land had reſt. 
Reſt, happy Land ! awhile ; ah! longer ſo, 
Didit thou thine happinels ſincerely know z 
But ſoon thy quiet with thy goodneſs paſt, 
nd in the ſong alone obtain'd to laſt, 
Live, Song triumphant ! live in fair record, 
And teach ſucceeding times to fear the Lord ; 
or fancy moves by bright example woo'd, 
ind wins the mind with images of good. 
ouch'd with a ſacred rage and heav'nly flame, 
ſtrive to fing thine univerſal aim; 
2% o quit the [ubjea, and in lays ſublime 
he moral fit for any point of time, 
hen go, my Verſes! with applying ſtrain, 
20, form a triumph not aſcrib'd to men. 
Let all the clouds of grief impending lie, 
3:0]W\nd ſtorms of trouble drive along the iky ; 
Then, humble Piety, thine accents raiſe, 
or pray*r will prove the pow'rtul charm of eaſe, 
Lo! now my foul has ſpoke its beſt defires, 
ow bleſſings anſwer what the pray'r requires! 
efore thy fighs the clouds of grief retreat, 
The ſtorms of trouble by thy tears abate, 
nd radiant Glory, from her upper ſphere, 
ooks down and glitters in relented air. 
Rile, lovely Piety ! from earthy bed, 
Lie parted flame deſcends upon thine head; 
Inis wondrous mitre, fram'd by ſacred Love, 
und for thy triumph ſent thee from above, 
1 two bright points with upper rays aſpires, 
ad roumis thy temples with innocuous fires, 
dle, lovely Piety ! with pomp appear, 
nd thou, kind Mercy! lend thy chariot here; 
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From hence, in all their days the Lord was kind, 


he laws reviv'd, the princes rul'd the gate 329 
ace cheer'd the vales, Contentmentlaugh'd with Peace, 
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144 PARNELL'S POEMS. 

On either fide fair Fame and Honour place, 
Behind let Plenty walk in hand with Peace, 
While Irreligion, mutt'ring horrid lound, 
With fierce and proud Oppreſſion backward bound, 
Drag by the wheels along the duſty plain, 361 
And, gnaſhing, lick the ground, and curſe with pai 

Now come, ye thouſands, and more thouſands yet 
With order join to fill the tram of ſtate; 
Souls tun'd for praifing to the temple bring, 309 
And thus amidſt the ſacred muſic ſing; 
„Hail, Piety! triumphant Goodneſs, hail ! 
Hail, O prevailing, ever, O, prevail! 
« At thine entreaty Juſtice leaves to frown, 
« And Wrath appealing Jays the thunder down; ; 
„ The tender heart of yearning Mercy burns, 
Love aiks a bleſſing, and the Lord returns. 
In his great name that heav'n and earth has made, 
In his great name alone we find our aid; 
„ Then bleſs the name, and let the world adore 
From this tune forward, and for evermore.“ 378 
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HANNAH. 
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OW crowds move off, retiring trumpets ſound 
On echoes dying in their laſt rebound, 
The notes of fancy ſeem no longer ſtrong, 
ut ſweet' ning, cloſes fit a private ſong. ke 
hen the ſtorms forſake the ſea's command, 5 
o break their forces in the winding land, 
o more their blaſts tumult'ous rage proclaim, 
ut (weep in murmurs o'er a murm'ring ſtream. 
Then ſeek the ſubject, and its ſong be mine, 
Whoſe numbers mix*d in ſacred ſtory ſhine : 10 
o, brightly-working Thought, prepar'd to fly, 
bove the page on hov'ring pinions lie, 
id beat with ſtronger force to make thee riſe 
here beauteous Hannah meets the ſearching eyes. 
There frame a town, and fix a tent with cords, 15 
he town be Shiloh call'd, the tent the Lord's: 
av'd pillars, filletted with filver, rear, 
0 cloſe the curtains in an outward ſquare, 
ut thoſe within it, which the porch uphold, 
t hnely wrought, and overlaid with gold. 20 
Here Eli comes to take the refting ſeat, 
ow moving forward with a rev'rend gait 
cred in office, venerably ſage, 
d venerably great in ſilver'd age. 
tre Hannah comes a melancholy wife, 25 
roach'd for barren in the marriage life; 
Ike ſummer mornings ſhe to ſight appears, 
dew'd and ſhining in the midſt of tears; 
er heart in bitterneſs of grief ſhe bow'd, 
( thus her wiſhes to the Lord the vow'd: 30 
f thou thine handmaid with compaſſion ſee, 
If I, my God! am not forgot by thee, 
li in my offspring thou prolong my line, 
The child I wiſh for all his days be thine ; 
His life devoted in thy courts be led, 35 
And not a razor come upon his head.“ 
N 


de, 


„ — — . 
330 — ꝗ 2 EE 


9 


— - - — - * 
Pp a . — 
"20 4 Y 
„ A E ——ů oy 
"_ 23 — - 
_ * 
— 


* - 


— 5 — 
rn 3 
— 2 _— » 7 = 
— ,_ « — — 
— 7? 2 — 


* — = 
8 — 4 8 
1 * 2 „ — 
2 v5 Ia — 
— 
— —— —äͤ᷑ — —— cores 


— 


* ER * i - 
1. 7 
— _ 2 4 
N 2 
2 4 
—— — — 
_ 
— = 


— — 
—— — 


— * 5 


— —_ — - 
— = A - 


- SE — : 


—— DO ——— — — 


146 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
So from receſſes of her inmoſt ſoul, 

Thro' moving lips her ſtill devotion ſtole; 
As ſilent waters glide thro” parted trees, 
Whoſe branches tremble with a riſing breeze 4 
The words were loſt becauſe her heart was low, 
But free deſire had taught the mouth to go; 
This Eli mark'd—and with a voice ſevere, 
While yet ſhe multiply'd her thoughts in pray'r, 
4% dow long ſhall wine,“ he cries, * diſtract thy breaſ 
„ Be gone, and lay the drunken fit by reſt.” 4| 

&« Ah!“ ſays the monrner, „ count not this for ſi 

« Tt is nos wine, but grief, that works within; 

« The ſpirit of thy wretched handmaid know, 

% Her prayer's complaint, and her condition woe.“ 
Then ſpake the ſacred prieſt; “In peace depart, 

«© And with thy comfort God fulfil thine heart.“ 
His bleſſing, thus pronounc'd with awful ſound, 
The vot'ry bending leaves the folemn ground; 

She ſeems confirm'd the Lord has heard her cries, « 
And cheerful hope the tears of trouble dries, 

And makes her alter'd eyes irradiate roll 

With joy, that dawns in thought upon the ſoul. 

Now let the town, and tent, and court, remain, 
And leap the time till Hannah comes again ( 
As painted proſpects ikip along the green, 

From hills to mountains eminently ſeen, 
And leave their intervals that ſink below 
In deep retreat, and unexpreſs'd to ſhow. 

Behold ! ſhe comes, (but not as once ſhe came, 6 
To grieve, to figh, and teach her eyes to ſtream) 
Content adorns her with a lively face, 

An open look, and ſmiling kind of grace; 

Her little Samuel in her arms ſhe bears, 

The with of long deſire, and child of pray'rs, 
And as the ſacrifice ſhe brought begun, 

To rev'rend Eli the preſents her ſon. 

4% Here, cries the mother, “ here my Lord may {ct 
«© The woman come who pray'd in grief by thee; 
«« 'T he child I ſu'd for, God in bounty gave, 7 
„And what he granted let him now receive.” 


HANNAH. | 147 
But ſtill the vot'ry feels her temper move 
With all the tender violence of love, 
hat fill enjoys the gift, and inly burns, 
(Fo ſearch for larger or for more returns; 20 
hen fill'd with bleſſings which allure to praiſe, 
Ind rais*d by joy to ſoul-enchanting lays, 
hus thanks the Lord, beneficently kind, 
n (weet effuſions of the grateful mind. | 
My lifting heart with more than common heat 23 
Sends up its thanks to God on ev'ry beat; 
My glory, rais'd above the reach of ſcorn, 
To God exalts its highly-planted korn; 
My mouth enlarg'd mine enemies defies, 
uud finds in God's ſalvation full replies. go 
Oh, bright in holy beauty's pow'r divine! 
There's none whole glory can compare with thine 
None ſhare thine honours ; nay, there's none beſide, 
No rock on which thy creatures can confide. 
Ve proud in ſpirit! who your gifts adore, 95 
Unlearn the faults, and [peak with pride no more; 
No more your words in arrogance be ſhown, 
Nor call the works of Providence your own, 
vince he that rules us infinitely knows, 
And as he wills his acts of pow'r diſpoſe. 100 
The ſtrong, whoſe ſinewy forces arch'd the bow, 
Have ſeen it ſhatter'd by the conqu'ring foe 
The weak have felt their nerves more firmly brace, 
And new-ſprung vigour in the limbs increaſe 
„ MW The full, whom vary'd taſtes of plenty fed, 10g 
„ Have let their labour out to gain their bread; 
The poor, that languiſh'd in a ſtarving ſtate, 
Content and full, have ceas d to beg their meat; 
The barren womb, no longer barren now, 
(Oh, be my thanks accepted with my vow!) 110 
In pleaſure wonders at a mother's pain, 
And ſees her offspring, and conceives again, 
While ſhe that lory*d in her num'rous heirs, 
Now broke by feebleneſs, no longer bears. 
duch turns their riſing from their Lord derive, 11g 
The Lord that kills, the Lord that makes alive; 
N 2 | 


* 


148 PARNELLU'S POEMS. 
% He brings by ſickneſs down to gaping graves, 


c And by reſtoring health from ſickneſs faves; 4: 
<< He makes the poor by keeping back his ſtore, « th 
« And makes the rich by bleſſing men with more; 1 ud, 
© He ſinking hearts with bitter grief annoys, ich 
© Or lifts them bounding with enliven'd joys. And! 
« He takes the beggar from his humble clay, rea, 

46 From off the dunghill where deſpis'd he lay, nd | 
«© To mix with princes in a rank ſupreme, 1 
Pill thrones of honour, and inherit fame: "Nu 
« For all the pillars of exalted ſtate, o w 
& So nobly firm, ſo beautifully great, Pre 
© Whole various orders bear the rounded ball, her 
« Which would without them to confuſion fall, jd! 
« All are the Lord's, at his diſpolure ſtand, zut b 
« And prop the govern'd world at his command, ore 
His mercy, ſtill more wondertully ſweet, Nez 

66 Shall guard the righteous, and uphold their feet; or o 
«© While thro? the darkneſs of the wicked foul 1; ec f. 
«© Amazement, dread, and deſperation, roll; WW: 
« While envy ſtops their tongues, and hopeleſs grins 1; 
66 That ſees their fears, but not their fears? relict ; Newit 
« And they their ſtrength as unavailing view, id, 
« Since none ſhall truſt in that and ſatety too. 1e m. 
„ The foes of Iſrael, for his Iſrael's {ake, e th 
« God will to pieces in his anger break; e th 
«© His bolts of thunder, from an open'd ſky, e th 
« Shall on their heads with force unerring fly; rene 
&« His voice ſhall call, and all the world thall hear, 148M: th 
“% And all for ſentence at his ſeat appear.“ iſpla 
But mount to gentler praiſes, mount again Thus 
My thoughts, prophetic of Meſhah's reign, ſing 
Perceive the glories which around him ſhine, _ ut it 
And thus thine hymn be crown'd with grace divine. Wind { 
Tis here the numbers find a bright repoſe, hat. 
The vow's accepted, and the vot'ry goes: tisn 
But thou, my Soul! upon her accents hung, f, thi 
And ſweetly pleas'd with what ſhe ſweetly ſung, ſe lo 
Prolong the pleaſure with thine inward eyes, iet 
Turn back thy thoughts, and ſee the ſubject riſe. e o 


* 
* 


HANNAH. 149 
In her peculiar caſe the ſong begun, 
and for a while thro' private bleſſings run, 
I thro* their banks the curling waters play, 
id, ſoft in murmers, kiſs the flow'ry way: 160 
ith force increaſing then ſhe leaps the bounds, 
Ind largely flows on more extended grounds; 
reads wide and wider, till vaſt ſeas appear, 
ind boundleſs views of Providence are here. 
ow ſwift theſe views along her anthem glide, 165 
ks waves on waves puſh forward in the tide ! 
ow ſwift thy wonders o'er my fancy ſweep, 
Providence! thou great, unfathom'd decp! 
here reſignation gently dips the wing, 
Ind learns to love and thank, admire and ſing; 170 
ut bold preſumptuous reas'nings, diving down 
o reach the bottom, in their diving drown. 
Neglecting man, forgetful of thy ways, 
or owns thy care, nor thinks of giving praiſe, 
ut from himſelf his happineſs derives, 175 
nd thanks his wiſdom when by thine he thrives ; 
is limbs at eaſe in ſoft repoſe he ſpreads, 
ewitch'd with vain delights on flow'ry beds. 
ud, while his ſenſe the fragrant breezes kils, 
e meditates a waking dream of bliſs 180 
e thinks of kingdoms, and their crowns are near; 
e thinks of glories, and their rays appear; 
e thinks of beauties, and a lovely face 

krenely ſmiles in ev'ry taking grace; 
„ee thinks of riches, and their heaps ariſe, 185 
iſplay their glitt'ring forms, and fix his eyes: 
Inus drawn with pleaſures in a charming view, 
ling he reaches, and would fain purſue ; 
but till the fleeting ſhadows mock his care, 
and {till his fingers graſp at yielding air. 190 
hate er our tempers as their comforts want, 
tis not man's to take, but God's to grant 
b then, perſiſting in the vain deſign, 
© look for bliſs without an help divine, 
' ſtill may ſearch, and ſearch without relief, 19 
\r only want a bliſs, but find a grief. 
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150 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
That ſuch conviction may to ſight appear, 
Sit down, ye ſons of Men! ſpectators here, 
Behold a ſcene upon your folly wrought, 

And let this lively ſcene inſtru the thought, x 
Boy, blow the pipe until the bubble rite, 

Then caſt it off to flote upon the ſkies 

Still ſwell its fides with breath—O beauteous frame! 

It grows, it ſhines ! be now the World thy name, 


Methinks creation forms itſelf within, 20 Ih 
The men, the towns, the birds, the trees, are ſcen, Let 
The ſkies above preſent an azure ſhow, Of 
And lovely verdure paints an earth below, To 
T'll wind myſelf in this delightful ſphere, dul 
And live a thouſand years of pleaſure there, Tf Is 
Roll'd up in bliſſes which around me cloſe, WI 
And now regal'd with theſe, and now with thoſe, Aw 
Falſe hope, but falſer words of joy, farewell! Thi 
You've rent the lodging where I meant to dwell; Let 


My bubbles burſt, my proſpects diſappear, 21 
And leave behind a moral and a tear. 

If at the type our dreaming ſouls awake, 

And Hannah's ſtrains their juſt impreſſion make, 
The boundleſs pow'r of Providence we know, 
And fix our truſt on nothing here below. 22 
Then he, grown pleas'd that men his greatneſs own 
Looks down ſerenely from his ſtarry throne, 

And bids the bleſſed days our prayers have won 
Put on their glories, and prepare to run 
For which our thanks be juſtly ſent above, 21 

Enlarg'd by gladneſs, and inſpir'd with love; 
For which his praiſes be for ever ſung, 

O ſweet employment of the grateful tongue! 
Burſt forth, my Temper! in a godly flame, 

For all his bleſſings laud his holy name; 23 

That e' er mine eyes ſaluted cheerful day, 

A gift devoted in the womb I lay, | 

Like Samuel vow'd, before my breath I drew, 

O! could I prove in life like Samuel too 

That all my frame is exquiſitely wrought, 21 

The world enjoy'd my ſenſe, and God my thought; 


HANNAH, 

That living ſtreams thro? living channels glide, 
To make this frame by Nature's courſe abide 
That for its good, by Providence's care, 
Fire joins with water, earth concurs with air; 
That Mercy's ever inexhaulted ſtore 
I; pleas'd to proffer, and to promiſe more, 
And all the proffers ſtream with grace divine, 
And all the promiſes with glory ſhine. 
0 praiſe the Lord, my Soul! in one accord 
Let all that is within me praiſe the Lord, 
0 praiſe the Lord, my Soul! and ever ftrive 
To keep the ſweet remembrances alive; 
Still raiſe the Kind affections of thine heart, 

„Nie ev'ry grateful word to bear a part 

With ev'ry word the ſtrains of love deviſe, 

| Awake thine harp, and thou thyſelf ariſe ; 
Then if his mercy be not half expreſt, 
Let wond' ring ſilence magnify the reſt. 
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And 

AVID. Ah | 

| . I In va 
M* thought, on views of admiration hung, Rad 


Intently raviſt'd, and depriv'd of tongue, 
Now darts a while on earth, a while in air, 

Here mov'd with praiſe, and mov'd with glory there; 
The joys entrancing, and the mute ſurprile, ; 


Whil 


Half fix the blood, and dim the moiſtening eyes; My f 
Pleaſure and Praile on one another break, And. 
And Exclamation longs at heart to ſpeak, As 
When thus my Genius, on the work deſign'd, banfe 
Awaiting cloſely, guides the wand'ring mind. 10 or ra 
If while thy thanks would in thy lays be wrought, Wc ju 
A. bright aſtoniſhment involve the thought, 80 fu 
If yet thy temper would attempt to ſing, 0 ge 
Another's quill ſhall imp thy Rebler wing Whi! 
Behold the name of royal David near, 1; And 
Behold his muſic and his meaſures here, dwee 
Whoſe harp Devotion in a rapture ſtrung, That 
And left no ſtate of pious ſouls unſung. H: 
Him to the wond'ring world but newly ſhown, Who 
Celeſtial poetry pronounc'd her own; 20 8 Who 
A thouſand hopes, on clouds adorn'd with rays, Wha 
Bent down their little beauteous farms to gaze; Wha 
Fair-blooming Innocence with tender years, And 
And native ſweetneſs for the raviſh'd ears, Nor 
Prepar'd to ſmile within his early ſong, 5s al 
And brought their rivers, groves, and plains, along; Non o 
Majeſtic Honour, at the palace bred, till 
Enrob'd in white, embroider'd o'er with red, And 
Reach'd forth the ſceptre of her royal fate, He ſ 
His forehead touch'd, and bid his lays be great; 3% Aud 
Undaunted Courage, deck'd with manly charms, The 
With waving azure plumes, and gilded arms, In 
Diſplay'd the glories and the toils of fight, Whe 
Demanded tame, and call'd him forth to write. Tho 


To perfect theſe the ſacred Spirit came, 33 


By mild intuſion of celeſtial flame, 


and mov'd with dove-like candour in his breaſt, 
And breath'd his graces over all the reſt. 
Ah! where the daring flights of men aſpire 
To match his numbers with an equal fire, 40 
| vain they ſtrive to make proud Babel riſe, 
And with an earth-born labour touch the ſkies : 
While I the glittering page reſolve to view, 
That will the ſubje& of my lines renew, 
The laurel wreath, my fame's imagin'd ſhade, 45 
ound my beating temples fears to fade, 
My fainting fancy trembles on the brink, 
And David's God muſt help, or elſe I fink. 
As rolling rivers in their channels flow 
Swift from aloft, but on the levels flow, 50 
Or rage in rocks, or glide along the plains, 
do juſt, ſo copious, move the Pſalmiſt's ſtrains ; 
do ſweetly vary'd with proportion'd heat, 
do gently clear, or ſo ſublimely great, 
While Nature's ſeen in all her forms to ſhine, 55 
And mix with beauties drawn from truth divine; 
dweet beauties (ſweet affection's endleſs rill) 
That in the ſoul like honey-drops diſtil. 
Hail, holy Spirit! hail, ſupremely kind! 
Whoſe inſpiration thus enlarg'd the mind, 60 
Who taught him what the gentle ſhepherd fings, 
What rich expreſſions ſuit the port of kings; 
What daring words deſcribe the ſoldier's heat, 
And what the prophet's ecſtaſies relate; | 
Nor let his worſt condition be forgot, 65 
In all this ſplendour of exalted thought, 
On one thy diff rent ſorts of graces fall, 
dill made for each, of equal force in all, 
And while from heav'nly courts he feels a flame, 
le ſings the place from whence the bleſſing came, 70 
nd makes his inſpirations ſweetly prove 
The tuneful ſubje& of the mind they move. 
Immortal Spirit! light of life inſtill'd, 
Who thus the boſom of a mortal fill'd, 
Tho“ weak my voice, and tho* my light be dim, 75 
let fain I'd praiſe thy wondrous gifts in him; 
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164 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
Then fince thine aid's attracted by deſire, 
And they that ſpeak thee right muſt feel thy fire, 
Vouchſafe a portion of thy grace divine, 
And raiſe my voice, and in my numbers ſhinez 80 
I fing of David, David ſings of thee; 

Aſſiſt the Pſalmiſt and his work in me. 
But now, my Verle! ariſing on the wing, 
What part of all thy ſubje& wilt thou ſing? 
How fire thy firlt attempt ? in what reſort $ 
Of Paleſtina's plains or Salem's court ? 
Where, as his hands the ſolemn meaſure play'd, 
Curs'd fiends with torment and confuſion fled ; 
Where, at the roly ſpring of cheerful light, 
(If pious Fame record tradition right,) 90 
A ſoft efflation of celeſtial fire 
Came like a ruſhing breeze and ſhook the lyre, 
Still ſweetly giving ev'ry trembling ſtring, 
So much of ſound as made him wake to ſing. 
Within my view the country firſt appears, 95 
The country firſt enjoy'd his youthful years; 
Then frame thy ſhady landſcapes in my ſtrain, 
Some conſcious mountain or accuſtom'd plain, 
Where by the waters, on the graſs reclin'd, 


With notes he rais'd, with notes he calm'd, his mind; ca 
For thro? the paths of rural life PII ftray, 101 WF Mie 
And in his pleaſures paint a ſhepherd's day. Me 

With grateful ſentiments, with active will, To 
With voice exerted, and enliv'ning ſkill, WI 
His free return of thanks he duly paid, 105 An 
And each new day new beams of bounty ſhed, For 
Awake, my tuneful Harp! awake, he cries; Thi 
Awake, my Lute! the fun begins to riſe. Wh 
My God! I'm ready now; then takes a flight His 
To pureſt Piety's exalted height; 110 He 
From thence his ſoul, with heav'n itſelf in view, Per 
On humble prayers and humble praiſes fle; Ie [a 
The praiſe as pleaſing, and as ſweet the pray'r, e ſu 
As incenſe curling up thro* morning air. ad | 


When tow'rds the field with early ſteps he trod, 115 Wi © 
And gaz'd around, and own'd the works of God, fol 


Perhaps in ſweet melodious words of praiſe 
Be drew the proſpect which adorn'd his ways 
The ſoil, but newly viſited with rain, 
orte river of the Lord, with ſpringing grain 120 
Enlarge, increaſe, the foft*ned furrow bleſt, 
The year with goodneſs crown'd, with beauty dreſt, 
And ſtill to pow'r divine aſcribe it all, 
From whoſe high paths the drops of fatneſs fall, 
Then in the ſong the ſmiling fights rejoice, 125 
Ind all the mute creation finds a voice 
With thick returns delighttul echoes fill 
The paſtur*d green or ſoft aſcending hill, 
dais d by the bleatings of unnumber'd ſheep, 
o boaſt their glories in the crowds they kecp; 130 
Ind corn, that's waving in the weltern gale, 
Vith joyful ſound proclaims the cover'd vale. 
Whene'er his flocks the lovely ſhepherd drove 
o neighb'ring waters, to the neighb*ring grove, 
To Jordan's flood, retreſh'd by cooling wind, 135 
Ir Cedron's brook, to molly banks confin'd, 
1 ealy notes and guile of lowly ſwain 
Twas thus he charm'd and taught the liſt'ning train, 
The Lord's my ſhepherd, bountiful and good, 
nd ; WWF | cannot want ſince he provides me food; 149 
101 Me for his ſheep along the verdant meads, 
Me all too mean his tender mercy leads, 
To taſte the ſprings of life, and taſte repoſe 
Wherever living paſture ſweetly grows; 
10; Aud as I cannor want, I need not fear, 145 
For ſtili the preſence of my Shepherd's near; 
Thro' dark ſome vales, where beaſts of prey reſort, 
Waere Death appears with all his dreadtul court, 
His rod and hook direct me when I (tray, 
110 % He calls to fold, and they direct my way.“ 150 
Perhaps, when, ſeated on the river's brink, 
law the tender ſheep at noon-day drink, 
flung the land where milk and honey glide, 
d fatt'ning plenty rolls upon the tide: 
, 115 fed within the freſhneſs of a ſhade, 155 
þ wc boughs diffuſe their leaves around his head, 
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156 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
He borrow'd notions from the kind retreat, 
Then ſung the righteous in their happy ſtate 


And how, by providential care, ſucceſs 5 
Shall all their actions in due ſeaſon bleſs; 160. 
So firm they ſtand, ſo beautiful they look, T 
As planted trees aſide the purling brook, TN 
Not faded by the rays that parch the plain, A 
Nor careful for the want of dropping rain, 1 
The leaves ſprout forth, the riſing branches ſhoot, 16M 7: 
And ſummer crowns them with the ripen'd fruit. (By 
But if the flow'ry field with vary'd hue I 
And native ſweetneſs entertain'd his view, ere 
The flow ry field, with all the glorious throng nd 
Of lively colours, roſe to paint his ſong ; 1 
Its pride and fall within the numbers ran, ut f 
And ſpake the life of tranſitory man. r 2 
As graſs ariſes by degrees, unſeen, In w 
To deck the breaſt of earth with lovely green, Ind 
Till Nature's order brings the with'ring days, 7 
And all the ſummer's beauteous pomp decays Ete 
So by degrees, unſeen, doth man ariſe, Pro 
So blooms by courſe, and ſo by courſe he dies. End 
Or as her head the gaudy flowret heaves, An 
Spreads to the ſun, and boaſts her filken leaves, 190 He 
Till accidental winds their glory ſhed, nd 
And then they fall before the time to fade; re 
So man appears, ſo falls in all his prime, nd t 
Ere age approaches on the ſteps of time. bo, | 
But thee, my God! thee til] the ſame we find, 18 by t 
Thy glory laſting, and thy mercy kind, ho! 
That ſtill the juſt, and all his race, may know Ther 
No cauſe to mourn their ſwift account below. do, 1 
When from beneath he ſaw the wand'ring ſheep Hou! 
That graz'd the level range along the ſteep, 1 
Then roſe, the wanton ſtragglers home to call In By 
Before the pearly dews at ev*ning fall; Me 
Perhaps new thoughts the riſing ground ſupply, Ind 
And that employs his mind which fills his eye» 1 w 


&« From pointed hills,“ he cries, „my wiſhes tend 
„ To that great hill from whence ſupports deſcend; 
4 


DAVID. 157 
« The Lord's that hill, that place of ſure defence, 
My wants obtain their certain help trom thence z 
And as large hills projected ſhadows throw, 
To ward the ſun from off the vales below, 209 
Or tor their latety ſtop the blaſt above 
(That with raw vapours loaded nightly rove; 
80 ſhall protection o'er his ſervants ſpread, 
And I repoſe beneath the ſacred ſhade, 
Unhurt by rage, that, like a ſummer's day, 20g 
PDeſtroys and ſcorches with impetuous ray; 
hy waſting forrows undepriv*d of reſt, 
That fall like damps by moon-ſhine on the breaſt.” 
ere from the mind the proſpects ſeem to wear, 
Ind leave the couch'd deſign appearing bare; 210 
ano no more the ſhepherd ſings his hill, 
ut ſings the ſov'reign Lord's protection ſtill ; 
or as he ſees the night prepar'd to come 
In wings of ev'ning, he prepares for home, 
Ind in the ſong thus adds a bleijing more, 215 
what the thought within the figure bore : 
Eternal Goodneſs maniteltly ſtill 
Preſerves my ſoul from each approach of ill, 
Ends all my days as all my days begin, 
And keeps my goings-out and comings-in.”” 220 
198 Here think the ſinking fun deſcends apace, 
d from thy firſt attempt, my Fancy! ceale 
kre bid the ruddy ſhepherd quit the plain, 
Ind to the fold return his flocks again. 
bo, leſt the lion or the ſhagged bear 225 
by tender lambs with ſavage hunger tear, 
ho? neither bear nor lion match thy might, 
hen in their rage they ſtood reveal'd to fight ; 
po, leſt thy wanton ſheep, returning home, 
ould, as they pais, thro' doubtful darkneſs roam; 
po, ruddy Youth! to Beth'lem turn thy way, 231 
u Beth"lem's road conclude the parting day. 
Methinks he goes as twilight leads the night, 


161 


165 


, Ind {ves the crelcent riſe with ſilver light; 
a A s words confider all the ſparkling ſhow 235 
ten 


ita which the ſtars in golden order glow, 
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128 PARNELY'S POEMS. 
« And what is man,“ hecries, „that thus thy king, 
„Thy wondrous love, has lodg'd him in thy mind! 
For him they glitter; him the beaſts of prey, 
That ſcare my ſheep, and theſe my ſheep, obey. 24.9 
O Lord! our Lord! with how deſerv'd a fame 
« Does earth record the glories of thy name!” 
Then, as he thus devoutly walks along, 
And finds the road has finiſh'd with the ſong, 


He tings with litted hands and lifted eyes, 24 


«« Be this, my God! an ev'ning ſacrifice.“ 1 
But now the lowly dales, the trembling groves, V 
O'er which the whiſper'd breeze ſerenely roves, E 
Leave all the courſe cf working fancy clear, Le 
Or only grace another ſubject here; T os 
For in my purpoſe new deſigns ariſe, Sh 
Whoſe bright'ning images engage mine eyes: * Bi 
Then here, my Verle! thy louder accents raiſe, Il 
Thy theme thro? lofty paths of glory trace; II 
Call forth his honours in imperial throngs, 253 
And ſtrive to touch his more exalted ſongs. Te 
While yet in humble vales his harp he firung, At 
While yer he follow'd after ewes with young, MF 
Eternal Wiſdom choſe him for his own, * 
And from the flock advanc'd him to the throne, 26. 
That there his upright heart and prudent hand, . 
With more diftinguith'd ſkill and high command, I 
Might act the ſhepherd in a noble ſphere, I. 
And take his nation into regal care. W 
He could of mercy then and juſtice ſing, 26080" 
Thoſe radiant virtues that adorn a king, US | 
That make his reign blaze forth with bright renown, ey 
Beyond thoſe gems whole {plendour decks a crown; een 
That, fixing peace by temper'd love and tear, Of 0 
Make plains abound, and barren mountains bear: 2700”! 
« To thee to whom thele attributes belong, Whit 
« To thee, my Goi!'' he cry'd, “ ſend my ſong; WP» 
« To thee, trom whom my regal glory came, den 
„J ting the forms in which my court I trame; ft 
&« Aſhit the models of imperfect Kill, 27 


% come with {acred aid, and fx my will! 


DAVID. x59 
« A wiſe behaviour in my private ways, 
And all my foul diſpos'd to public peace, 
« Shall daily ſtrive to let my ſubjects ice 
A perfect pattern how to live in me. 280 
« Still will I think, as ſtill my glories riſe, 
« To ſet no wicked thing before mine eyes z 
Nor will I chuſe the favourites of ſtate 
„Among thoſe men that have incurr'd thy hate, 
* Whoſe vice but makes them ſcandalouſſy great. 
'Tis time that all whoſe froward rage of keart 286 
Would vex my realm, ſhall from my realm depart ; 
Tis time that all whoſe private ſland'ring lie 
Leads judgment falſely, ſhall by judgment die 
And time the great, who loole the reins to pride, 
Shall with neglect and ſcorn be laid aſide: 291 
But o'er the tracts that my commands obey, 
i ſend my light with ſharp-diſarming ray; 
Thro' dark retreats, where humble minds abide, 
2: Tbro' ſhades of peace, where modeſt tempers hide, 
To find the good that may ſupport my tate, 296 
And having found them, then to make them great: 
My voice {hall raile them from the lonely cell, 
With me to govern, and with me to dwell ; 
My voice ſhail Fiatt'ry and Deceit diſgrace, 300 
And in their room exalted Virtue place; 
{ That with an early care and Redfait hand 
The wicked perith from the faithful land.“ 
When on the throne he ſat in calm repoſe, 
26" with a royal hope his offspring rote, 305 
Is prayers, anticipating time, reveal 
10wn, i ie deep concernment for the public weal 
wi; en a good forecaited thought they run, 
r common blefiings in the king begun; 
: 27M" ightcouſncts and judgment ſtriétly fair, 310 
Fitch from the king deſcends upon his heir: 
ong; chen his life and all his labour ceaſe, 
den reign {ucceeding brings ſucceeding pace; 
till the poor ſhall find impartial laws, 
2088-4 orphans fill a guardian of their cauſe z 315 
| "> 00. 
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160 PARNELL'S POFMS, 

And fern Oppreſſion have its galling yoke 
And rabid teeth of prey to pieces broke: 
Then wond'ring at the glories of his way, 
His friends ſhall love, his daunted foes obey ; 
For peaceful commerce neighb'ring kings apply, 420M" * 
And with great preſents court the grand ally. 
For him rich gums ſhall ſweet Arabia bear, Ano 
For him rich Sheba mines of gold prepare; 
Him Tharſis, him the foreign iſles, ſhall greet, 
And ev'ry nation bend beneath his feet. 325 Ane 
And thus his honours far extended grow 
The type of great Meſſiah's reign below. 

But worldly realms, that in bis accents ſhine, 
Are left beneath the full advanc'd deſign, 
When thoughts of empire in the mind increaſe 33 
O' er all the limits that determine place, 
If thus the monarch's riſing fancy move 
To ſearch for more unbounded realms above, 
In which celeſtial courts the King maintains, 
And o'er the vaſt extent of Nature reigns; 331 
He then deſcribes, in elevated words, 


His Iſrael's ſhepherd as the Lord of lords. * 
How bright between the cherubims he ſits ! 

What dazzling luſtre all his throne emits! In 
How righteouineſs, with judgment join'd, ſupport 34 * 
The regal ſeat, and digniſy the court; * 


How faireſt Honour and majeſtic State 
The Preſence grace, and Strength and Beauty wait! 
What glitt'ring miniſters around him ſtand, 

To fly like winds or flames at his command! 34! 
How ſure the beams, on which his palace riſe, 
Are ſet in waters rais*d above the ſkies! 

How wide the ſkies like outſpread curtains fly, 
To veil majeſtic light from human eye! 

Or form'd the wide-expanded. vaults above, 35 
Where ſtorms are bounded tho' they ſeem to rove; 
Where fire, and hail, and vapour, ſo tulfil 

The wile intentions of their Maker's will! 

How well *tis ſeen the great Eternal mind 

Rides on the clouds, and walks upon the wind! 35 


DAVID. | 187 
© wondrous Lord! how bright thy glories ſhine 

The heav*ns declare! for what they boaſt is thine ; 
And yon blue tract, enrich'd with orbs of light, 

In all its handywork diſplays thy might! 

Again the monarch touch'd another ſtrain, 360 
Another province claim'd his verſe again, 

Where goodneſs infinite has fix'd a (way, 

Whoſe outſtretch'd limits are the bounds of day, 
Beneath this empire of extended air, 

& ſtill in reach of Providence's care, 365 
od plac'd the rounded earth with ſtedfaſt hand, 

ind bid the baſis ever firmly ſtand ; 

bid the mountains from confuſion's heaps 

Halt their ſummits and aſſume their ſhapes 3 

e bid the waters like a garment ſpreadl, 379 
o form large ſeas, and as he ſpake they fled ; 

lis voice, his thunder, made the waves obey, 

ud forward haſten till they form'd the ſea; 

den, left with lawleſs rage the (urges roar, 374 
fe mark. 'd their bounds, and girt them in with ſhoe ; 
le f11'd the land with brooks, that trembling ſtcal, 
Ibro' winding hills, along the flow'ry vale, 

o which the beaſts that graze the vale retreat 

or cool refreſhings in the ſummer's heat; 

Vhile perch'd in leaves upon the tender ſprays 3380 
he birds around their ſinging voices raiſe, 

e makes the vapours, which he taught to fly, 

orlake the chambers of the clouds on high; 

nd golden harveſt, rich with ears of grain, 

ind ſpiry blades of grais, adorn the plain, 385 
ic grapes luxuriant cheer the foul with wine, 

and ointment ſhed to make the viiage ſhine 

Liro' trunks of trees fermenting ſap proceeds, 

lo feed and tinge the living boughs it feeds: 

d ſhoots the fir, where airy ſtorks abide, 390 
\c&dar, Lebanon's alpiring pride, 

Whole birds, by God's appointment in their neſt, 

th green ſurrounded, lie ſecure of reſt. 

here {mall increaſe the barren mountains give, 

here Kines adapted to the teeding live; 395 
O3 
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162 PARNELL's, POEMS. 
There flocks of goats in healthy paſtures browſe, - 
And in their rocky entrails rabbits houſe. 
Where foreſts thick with ſhrubs entangled ſtand, 
Untrod the roads, and deſolate the land, 
'There cloſe in coverts hide the beaſts of prey, 401 
Till heavy darkneſs creeps upon the day, 
Then roar with Hunger*s voice, and range abrcad, 
And in their method ſeek their meat from God; 
And when the dawning edge of eaſtern air 
Begins to purple, to their dens repair. 4% 
Man next ſucceeding, from the ſweet repoſe 
Of downy beds to work appointed goes: 
When firſt the morning ſees the riſing ſun, 
He ſees their labours both at once begun; 
And night returning with its ſtarry train, 41 
Perceives their labours done at once again. 
O manitold in works, ſupremely wile, 
How well thy gracious (tore the world ſupplies! 
How all thy creatures on thy goodneſs call, 
And that beſtows a due ſupport for all! 410 
When from an open hand thy favours flow, 
Rich Bounty ſtoops to viſit us below; 
When from thy hand no more thy favours ſtream, 
Back to the duſt we turn from whence we came; 
And when thy Spirit gives the vital heat, 42 
A ſure ſucceſſion keeps the kinds complete; 
The propagated ſeeds their forms retain, 
And all the face of earth's renew'd again. 
Thus, as you've ſeen th? effect reveal the cauſe, 
Is Nature's Ruler known in Nature's laws ; 41 
Thus till his pow'r is o'er the world diſplay'd, 
And till rejoices in the world he made: 
The Lord he reigns, the King of kings is King; 
Let nations praiſe, and praiſes learn to ſing. 

My verſes here may change their ſtyle again, 4} 
And trace the Pſalmiſt in another ſtrain ; 
Where all his ſoul the ſoldier's ſpirit warms, 
And to the muſic fits the ſound of arms, 
Where brave diſorder does in numbers dwell, 


And artful number ſpeaks diſorder well, 4] 


DAVID. 
Ariſe, my. Genius! and attempt the praiſe 
Of dreaded pow'r and perilous eſſays, 
And where his accents are too nobly great, 
Like diſtant echoes give the faint repeat; 
For who like him, with enterpriſing pen, 


Or with juſt images of tuneful lay 
Set all his terrors in their fierce array ? 
He comes! the tumult of diſcording ſpheres, 


That kindle dread-devouring flames of death. 
He comes ! the firmament with diſmal night 
Bows down, and ſeems to fall upon the light; 
The darkling miſts inwrap his head around, 
The waters deluge, and the tempeſts ſound, 
While on the cherub's purple wings he flies, 
And plants his black pavilion in the ſkies. 
He comes ! the clouds remove, the rattling hall 
4:8 Deſcending, bounds and ſcatters o'er the vale; 
His voice is heard, his thunder ſpeaks his ire, 
His lightning. blaſts with blue ſulphureous fire; 
His brandiſh'd bolts with ſwift commiſſion go 
To puniſh man's rebellious acts below; 
His ſtern rebukes lay deepeſt ocean bare, 
And ſolid earth by wide eruption tear; 
Then glares the naked gulph with diimal ray, 
And then the dark foundations fee the day. 
0 God ! let mercy this thy war aſſuage; 
4% Alas! no mortal can ſuſtain thy rage; 

While I but firive the dire effects to tell, 

And on another's words attentive dwell, 

Confuſing paſſions in my boſom roll, 

And all in tumult work the troubled ſoul 
4% Remorſe with pity, fear with ſorrow, blend, 
And I but ſtrive in vain. My Verſe! deſcend, 
To leſs aſpiring paths direct thy flight, 


Can paint the Lord of Hoſts in wrath with men, 


163 


449 


The quiv'ring ſhocks of earth, confeſs their fears; 445 
Thick ſmoke precede, and blaſts of angry breath, 


450 


455 


460 


465 


470 


Tho' ſtill the leſs may more than match thy might, 


While I to ſecond agents tune the ſtrings, 
Israel's warrior Iſrael's battles ſings; 
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164 PARNELL's POEMS. 
Great warrior he! and great to ſing of war, 
Whole lines (if ever lines prevail'd ſo far) 
Might pitch the tents, compoſe the ranks anew, 
To combat found, and bring the toil to view. 
O Nation! moſt ſecurely rais'd in name, 480 
Whoſe fair records he wrote tor enileis fame; 
O Nation! oft” victorious o'er thy foes, 
At once thy conqueſts and thy thanks he ſhows: 
For thus he ſung the realms that mult be thine, 
And made thee thus confeſs an aid divine. 485 
«© When Mercy look'd, the waves perceiv'd its ſway, 
& And Iſrael paſs'd the deep-divided fea : 
« When Mercy ſpake it, haughty Pharaoh's hoſt, 
& And haughty Pharaoh, by the waves were to: : 


When Mercy led us thro? the deſert ſand, 490 It 
« We reach'd the borders of the Promis'd Land; T 
« Then all the kings their gather'd armies brought, Nor 


&« And all thoſe kings by Mercy's help we fought: Wit 
£ There with their monarch Amor's people bleed, Tha 
« For God was gracious, and the Tribes ſuccecd: 495 And 
There monſt'rous Ogg was fell'd on Baſan's plain, la f. 


« For God was gracious to the Tribes again. Fror 
« Atlength their yoke the realms of Canaan feel, For 
& And Itrael ſings that God is gracious ſtill.” Ane 
Nor has the warlike prince alone enroll'd coo Tln 
The wondrous feats their fathers did of old; KG 
His own emblazon'd acts adorn his lays, . T1 
Theſe too may challenge juſt returns of praiſe. 4 
«© My God!“ he cries, “ my ſureſt rock of might, . 
« My truſt in dangers, and my ſhield in fight, 305 8 
«© Thy matchleſs bounties I with gladneſs own, « 
& Nor find aſſiſtance but from thee alone: 4. 
« Thy ſtrength is armour, and my path ſuccels ; *\ 
« No pow'r like thee can thus ſecurely blels : 1 
When troops united would arreſt my courſe, 510 
J break their files, and thro? their order force. # 
„When in their towns they keep, my ſiege I form, a5 


«« And leap the battlements, and lead the itorm A: 
« And when in camps abroad intrench'd they lie, 
As {wift as hinds in chale I bound on high. $15 


wy 


X DAVID. + 16 
My ſtrenuous arms thou teacheſt how to kill, 
And ſnap in ſunder temper'd bows of ficel ; 
« My moving footſteps are enlarg'd by thee, 
And kept from ſnares of planned ambuſh free; 
And when my foes forſake the field of fight, 520 
Then fluſh'd with conqueſt I purſue their flight: 
{In vain their fears, that almoſt reach deſpair, 
The trembling wretches from mine anger bcar ; 
« As ſwift as fear briſk warmth of conqueſt goes, 
And at my feet dejects the wounded foes : 525 
„For help they call, but find their helpers gone, 
« For God's againſt them, and I drive them on, 
„As whirling duſt in airy tumult fly 
Before the tempeſt that involves the ſky, 
And in my rage's unavoided ſway 520 
90 I tread their necks like abject heaps of clay. 
The warrior thus in ſong his deeds exptels'd, 

A Nor vainly boaſted what he but confeſs'd, 

Wiile warlike actions were proclaim'd abroad, 

That all their praiſes ſhould refer to God. 535 
165 And here, to make this bright deſign ariſe 
, la fairer ſplendour to the nation's eyes, 

From private valour he converts his lays, 

For yet the public claim'd attempts of praiſe, 

And public conqueſts, where they jointly fought, 540 
500 WT lius ſtand recorded by reflecting thought. 

God ſent his Samuel from his holy ſeat 

“Jo bear the promiſe of my future ſtate, 

And I rejoicing ſee the Tribes fulfil 
The promis'd purpoſe of Almighty will. 545 
;05 WI Subjected Sichem, ſweet Samaria's plain, 

„And Succoth's valleys, have confeſs'd my reign 

" Remoter Gilead's hilly tracts obey, 

* Manaſſeh's parted ſands accept my ſway 

Strong Ephraim's ſons, and Ephraim's ports, are 
c10 mine, 558 

% And mine the throne of princely Judah's line: 
ly Then ſince my people with my itandard go, 
To bring the ttrength of adverſe empire low, 
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166 PARNELL'S POEMS, 

Let Moab's ſoil, to vile ſubjection brought, 
« With groans declare how well our ranks have fouzht 
Let vanquiſh'd Edom bow its humbled head, 59% 
* And tell how pompous on its pride I tread. 
4% And now, Philiſtia! with thy conqu'ring hoſt, 
„ Diſmay'd and broke, of conquer'd Iſrael boat; 
% But if a ſeer of Rabbah yet remain 36 
* On Johemaan's hill cor Amon's plain, 
6 Lead forth our armies, Lord! regard our pray'r; 
Lead, Lord of Battles! and we'll conquer there.“ 
As this the warrior ſpake his heart aroſe, 
And thus with grateful turn perform'd the cloſe; 36 
« Tho? men to men their belt aſſiſtance lend, 
« Yet men alone will but in vain befriend ; 
« Thro' God we work exploits of high renown; 
« *Tis God that treads our great oppofers down,” 

Hear now the praiſe of well-diſputed fields, 57: 
The beſt return victorious honour yields; 
*T'is common good reſtor'd, when lovely Peace 
Is join'd with Righteouineſs in ſtrift embrace. 
Hear, all ye Victors! what your ſword ſecures ; 
Hear, all you Nations! for the cauſe is yours; 575 
And when the joyful trumpets loudly ſound, 
When groaning captives in their ranks are bound, 
When pillars lift the bloody plumes in air, 
And broken ſhafts and batter'd armour bear; 
When painted arches acts of war relate, 58 
When {low proceſſion's pomps augment the ſtate; 
When Fame relates their worth among the throng, 
Thus take from David their triumphant ſong. 
* Oh! clap-your hands together; oh! rejoice 
In God with Melody's exalted voice; 585 
% Your ſacred pſalm within his dwelling raiſe, 
« And for a pure oblation offer praiſe, 
« For the rich goodneſs plentifully ſhows 
„He proſpers our deſign upon our foes. 
4 'Then hither, all ye Nations! hither run, £5 
« Behold the wonders which the Lord has done; 
% Behold with what a mind, the heap of flain, 
« He ſpreads the ſanguine ſurface of the plain, 4 
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DAVID. 16 
tHe makes the wars that mad Confuſion hurl'd 
« Be ſpent in victories and leave the world; 595 
(He breaks the bended bows, the ſpears of ire, 
tAnd burns the ſhatter*d chariots in the fire, 
And bids the realms be ſtill, the tumult ceaſe, 
And know the Lord of war for Lord of peace. 
(Now may the tender youth in goodneſs riſe, 600 
(Beneath the guidance of their parents“ eycs, 
As tall young poplars when the ranger's nigh, 
To watch their riſings leſt they ſhoot awry. 
Now may the beauteous daughters, bred with care, 
In modeſt rules and pious acts of fear, 605 
iLike poliſh'd corners of the Temple be, 
o bright, ſo ſpotleſs, and ſo fit for thee : 
Now may the yarious ſeaſons bleſs the ſoil, 
And plenteous gard'ners pay the ploughman's toil : 
Now ſheep and kine upon the flow'ry meads . 610 
Increaſe in thouſands and ten thouſand heads 
And now no more the ſound of grief complains 
For thoſe that fall in fight or live in chains : 
Here, when the bleſſings are proclaim'd aloud, 
$750 Join all the voices of the thankful crowd; 615 
Let all that feel them thus confeſs their part, 
L Thus own their worth with one united heart. 
Happy the realm which God vouchſafes to bleſs 
With all the glories of a bright ſucceſs ! 
$308 And happy thrice the realm, if thus he pleaſe 620 
j To crown thoſe glories with the ſweets ot caſe; 
g From warfare finiſh'd, on a chain of thought 
To bright attempts of future rapture wrought; 
Yet ſtronger, yet thy pinions ſtronger raiſe, : 
$3 oh Fancy! reigning in the pow'r of lays 625 
For Sion's Hill thine airy courtes hold, 
'Twas there thy David prophely'd of old, 
Aud there devout in contemplation tit, 
Iu holy vition and ecſtatic fit.“ 
Methinks I ſeem to feel the charm begin, 630 
W tweet contentment tunes my foul within 3 | 
W wondrous loft ar iſing muſic plays, 
4 Bow tull ſounds upon the ſenſe increaſe; 


168 PARNELL'S POEMS. 

Fit David's lyre, his artful fingers move 

To court the Spirit from the realms above, 

And pleas'd to come where Holineſs attends, 

The courted Spirit from above deſcends : 

Hence on the lyre and voice new graces reſt, 

And bright prophetic forms enlarge the breaſt ; 

Hence firm degrees his myſtic hymns relate, 644 

Affix' d in heav*n's adamantine gate, 

The glories of the moſt important age, 

And Chriſt's bleſs'd empire ſcen by ſure preſage. 
When, in a diſtant view, with inward eyes, 

He ſees the Son deſcending from the ſkies, (4 

To take the form of man for mankind's ſake, 

*Tis thus he makes the great Meſſiah ſpeak ; 

It is not, Father ! blood of bullocks ſlain 

« Can cleanſe the world from univerſal ſtain; 

« Such off'rings are not here requir'd by thee, „f 

« But point at mine, and leave the work for me: | 

« To perfect which, as ſervants? ears they drill, pp 

4 In ſign of op'ning to their maſters* will, 

« Thy will would open mine, and have me bear 

« My ſign of miniſtry, the body there. 65 

« Prophetic volumes of our ſtate aſſign 

«« The world's redemption as an act of mine. 

« And, lo! with cheerful and obedient heart 

« I come, my Father! to perform my part.“ 

So ſpake the Son, and left his throne above, 66 

When wings to bear him were prepar*d by Love, 

When with their Mo arch on the great deſcent 

Sweet Humbleneſs and gentle Patience went; 

Fair ſiſters both! both bleſs'd in his eſteem, 

And both appointed here to wait on him. 66 

But now before the prophet's raviſh'd eyes 

Succeeding proſpects of his life ariſe, 

And here he teaches all the world to ſing 

Thoſe {trains in which the nation own'd him king; 

When boughs, as at an holy feaſt, they bear, 67 

To ſhew the Godhead manifeſted there, 

And garments, as a mark of glory, ftrow'd, 

Declar'd a Prince proclaim'd upon the road. 


DAVID. 169 
This day the Lord hath made we will employ 
In ſongs, he cries, “ and conſecrate to joy. 675 
« Hoſannah, Lord! hoſannah, ſhed thy peace, 
« Hoſaynah long- expecting nations? grace; 
« Oh! bleſs'd in Honour's height triumphant, thou 
That waſt to come, oh! bleſs thy people now.“ 
'Twere eaſy dwelling here with fix'd delight, 686 
And much the ſweet engagement of the fight 
But fleeting viſions each on other throng, 
And change the muſic, and demand the ſong, 
Ah! muſic chang'd by ſadly- moving ſhow! 
Ah! ſong demanded in exceſs of woe! 685 
For what was all the gracious Saviour's ſtay, 
Whilſt here he trod in life's encumber'd way, 
But troubled patience, perſecuted breath, 
Neglected ſorrows, and afflicting death? 
7 pproach, ye Sinners! think the garden ſhows 690 
is bloody ſweat of full ariling throes 
Approach his grief, and hear him thus complain, 
hro* David's perſon, and in David's ſtrain : 
Oh, ſave me, God! thy floods about me roll, 

be (Thy wrath divine hath overfiow'd my foul; 695 

come at length where riſing waters drown, 
(And fink in deep affliction deeply down. 
Peceitful ſnares, to bring me to the dead, 
Lie ready plac'd in every path I tread; 

And hell itſelf, with all that hell contains, 700 
'Of fiends accurs'd, and dreadful change of pains, 
To daunt firm will, and croſs the good deſign'd, 
With ſtrong temptations faſten on the mind.”? 
uch grief, ſuch ſorrows, in amazing view, 
liratted fears and heavineſs purſue. 705 
e Sages! deeply read in human frame, 

Ihe paſſions? cauſes, and their wild extreme, 

Vere mov'd an object more oppos'd to bliſs ? 

Fit other agony could equal his? 

The muß iti!! proceeds with mournful airs, 716 

nd ipeaks the dangers as it ſpeaks the fears. 

Oh! facred Preſence! from the Son withdrawn; 

0k! God, my Father, whither art thou gone! 
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% Oh! muſt my toul bewail tormenting pain, Upe 
4 And all my words of anguiſh fall in vain? 10 
„The trouble's near in which my life will end, Bri 
« But none is near that will aſſiſt ance lend; Bru 
Like Baſan bulls my focs againſt me throng, Ane 
&« So proud, inhuman, numberleis, and ſtrong; Thr 
% Like deſert lions on their prey they go, T 


So much their fierce deſire of blood they ſhow ; 

As ploughers wound the ground they tore my back 

©« And long deep furrows manifeſt the track: To 

© They piere'd my tender hands, my tender feet, be 

« And caus'd ſharp pangs where nerves in numbeW71 
meet; B 

« Rich ſtreams of life forſake my rended veins, 

« And fall like water fpilt upon the plains ; 

c My bones, that us'd in hollow ſeats to cloſe, 

« Disjoint with anguiſh of convulſive throes 

& My mourning heart is melted in my frame, 73 

4 As wax difloiving runs before a flame; 

&« My ſtrength dries up, my fleſh the moiſture leaves, 

4 And on my tongue my clammy palate cleaves. 


« Alas! I thirſt; alas! for drink I call; Vitt 
«© For drink they give me vinegar and gall. 73 Keclt 
« To ſporttul game the ſavage ſoldiers go, her 
« And tor my veſture on my veſture throw; do be 


4 While all deride who ſce me thus forlorn, 


% And thoot their lips, and ſhake their heads, in ſcom be 
« And with deipietul jeſt, Behold, they cry, 74 4 
ww 


6 The great peculiar darling of the ſky ; 
c He truſted God would fave his ſoul from woe, 
«© Now God may have him if he loves him lo. 
« But to the duſt of death by quick decay 
« I come; O Father! be not long away.” 74 
And was it thus the Prince of lite was ſlain? 
And was it thus he dy'd for worthlels men? 
Yes, blefled Jeius! thus in ev'ry line i 
Theſe ſuff'rings which the prophet ſpake were thin 
Come, Chriſtian! to the corple in ſpirit come, 
And with true ſigns of grief furround the 191ub; 


DAVID. 171 
ſpon the threſhold-ſtone let Sin be ſlain, 
duch ſacrifice will beſt avenge his pain. 
bring thither then repentance, ſighs, and tears, 
bring mortify'd deſires, bring holy fears, 755 
And earneſt pray'r, expreſs'd from thoughts that roll 
Thro* broken mind and groanings of the ſoul ; 
Theſe ſcatter on his herſe, and ſo prepare 
Thoſe obſequies the Jews deny'd him there, 
While in your hearts the flames of love may burn, 760 
To dreſs the vault, like lamps in facred urn: 
There oft', my Soul! in ſuch a grateful way 
Thine humbleſt homage with the godly pay. 
But David firikes the ſounding chords anew, 
And to thy firſt dehgn recalls thy view; 765 
From life to death, from death to life, he flies, | 
And ſtill purſues his object in his eyes, 
and here recounts, in more enliven'd ſong, 
he ſacred Preſence, not abſented long. 
he fleſh not ſuffer*d in the grave to dwell, 770 
he ſoul not ſuffer'd to remain in hell; 
But as the conqueror, fatigu'd in war 
Vith hot purſuit of enemies afar, 
eclines to drink the torrent gliding by, 
hen lifts his looks to repoſſeſs the iky ; 775 
bo bow'd the Son in life's uneaſy road, 
Vith anxious toil, and thorny danger ſtrow'd; 
o bow'd the Son, but not to find 1elief, 
but taſte the deep imbitter'd floods of grief; 
o when he taſted theſe he rais'd his head, 780 
Ind left the ſable manſions of the dead, 
e mould'ring time conſum'd the bones away, 
Ir low corruption's worms had work*d decay; 
fre Faith's foundations all the ſoul employ, 
With ſpringing graces, ſpringing beams of joy, 785 
Iden paus'd the voice where Nature's ſeen to pauſe, 
ind for a time ſuſpend her ancient laws. 
from hence ariſing as the glories riſe 
hat muſt advance above the lofty ſkies, 
le runs with ſprightly fingers o'er the lyre, 7 
nd fills new Hoes with - celeſtial fire, FW 
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T72 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
In which he ſhews, by fair deſcription's ray, 
The Chriſt's aſcenſion to the realms of day; 
When Juſtice, pleas'd with life already paid, 
Unbends her brows, and ſheaths her angry blade, 795 
And meditates rewards, and will reſtore _ 
What Mercy woo'd him to forſake before; 
When on a cloud with gilded edge of light 
He role above the reach of human ſight, 
And met the pomp that hung aloft in air, dec 
Io make his honours more exceeding fair: 
ce See, cries the prophet, how the chariots wait 
cc To bear him upwards in triumphant ſtate ; 
By twenty thouſands in unnumber'd throng, 
c And angels draw the glitt'ring ranks along: og 
<< The: Lord amongſt them fits in glory drelts'd, 
«© Nor more the preſence Sinai Mount confeſs'd. 
© And now the chariots have begun to fly, 
& The triumph moves, the Lord aſcends on high, 
© And Sin and Satan, us'd to captive men, 810 
« Are dragg'd for captives in his ample train; 
«© While, as he goes, ſeraphic circles ſing 
« The wondrous conqueſt of their wondrous king; 
4c With ſhouts of joy their heav'nly voices raiſe, 
« And with ſhrill trumpets manifeſt his praiſe.” 811 
From ſuch a point of ſuch exceeding height, 
A while my Verſes ſtoop their airy flight, 
And ſeem for reſt on Olivet to breathe, 

And charge the two that ſtand in white beneath, 
That as they move and join the moving rear, $24 


Within their honour'd hands aloft they bear « 0} 
The crown of thorns, the croſs on which he dy'd, £ 0 
The nails that pierc'd his limbs, the ſpear his fide; ho 
Then where kind Mercy lays the thunder by, By t 
Where Peace has hung great Michael's arms on higher; 
Let theſe adorn his magazine above, 1 Wn 
And hang the trophies of victorious Love, Drea 
Leſt man, by ſuperſtitious mind entic'd, But 
Should idolize whatever touch'd the Chriſt, ind 
But ſtill the prophet in the ſpirit ſoars 5 bu 


To new Jeruſalem's imperial doors; 


DAVID. 173 
There ſees and hears the bleſo'd angelic throng, 

There feels their muſic, and records their ſong ; 

Or, with the viſion warm'd, attempts to write 

for thoſe inhabitants of native light, 835 
And teaches harmony's diſtinguiſn'd parts 

In ſweet reſpondence of united hearts; 

for thus without might warbling angels ſing, 

Their courſe containing on the flutter'd wing: 
Eternal Gates! your ſtately portals rear, 840 
Eternal Gates! your ways of joy prepare, 

The King of glory for admittance ſtays; 

He comes, he'll enter; O prepare your ways!“ 

Then bright archangels, that attend the wall, 

Might thus upon the beauteous order call; 845 
Ve Fellow- miniſters! that now proclaim 

«Your King of glory, tell his awful name.” 

At which the beauteous order will accord, 


795 


y And ſound of ſolemn notes pronounce the Lord! 
d The Lord! endow'd with ſtrength, renown'd for 
might, $50 


With ſpoils returning from the finiſh'd figlit.“ 
83 Again with lays they charm the ſacred gates, 
And graces double while the ſong repeats; 
sien within the ſacred guardians ſing, 
And aſk the name of their victorious King; 855 
nd then again the Lord's, the name rebounds 
From tongue to tongue, catch'd up in frequent rounds, 
New thrones and pow'rs appear to lift the gate, 
did David ſtill purſues their enter'd ſtate. 
" Oh Prophet! Father! whither would'ſt thou fly? 860 
Oh, myttic Iſrael's chariot for the ſky.” 
Thou ſacred Spirit! what a wondrous height, 
by thee ſupported, ſoars his airy flight! 
or glimpſe of majeſty divine is brought 
Among the ſhifted proſpects of the thought; 865 
Dread ſacred fight! I dare not gaze for fear, 
put fit beneath the ſingers? feet, and hear, 
ind hold each ſound that interrupts the mind, 
hus in a calm by pow'r of verſe confin'd. 
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Ye dreadful miniſters of God! diſpleas'd, 21g 

Let blaſting tempeſts be no longer rais'd : 
Ye deep-mouth*d thunders ! leave your direful groan, 
Nor roll in hollow clouds around the throne, 
The ſtill ſmall voice more juſtly will expreſs 
How great Jehovah did the Lord addrelts. 875 
And you, bright teather'd choirs of endleſs peace! 
A while from tuneful hallelujahs ceaſe ; 
A. while ſtand fix'd with deep attentive care, 
You'll have the time to ſing for ever there; 
The royal Prophet will the ſilence break, 880 
And in his words Almighty goodneſs ſpeak. 
He ſpake (and ſmil'd to ſee the bus'neſs done,) 
e Thou art my firſt, my great begotten Son; 
Here on the right of Majeſty fit down, 
« Enjoy thy conqueſt, and receive thy crown, 8835 
« While I thy worſhip and renown complete, 
&« And make thy foes the footſtool of thy feet; 
« For I'll pronounce the long reſolv'd decree, 
« My ſacred Sion be reſerv'd for thee ; 
C From thence thy peaceful rod of pow'r extend, 890 
« From thence thy meſſenger of mercy ſend, 
& And teach thy vanquiſh'd enemies to bow, 
« And rule where Hell has fix'd an empire now: 
« Then ready nations to their rightful King 
4 The tree-will off 'rings of their hearts ſhail bring, 
& In holy beauties for acceptance dreſs'd, 8 y6 
And ready nations be with pardon bleſs'd: 
« Meanwhile thy dawn of truth begins the day, 
« Enlighten'd ſubjects ſhall increaſe thy ſway 
« With ſuch a ſplendid and unnumber'd train, 909 
« As dews in morning fill the graſſy plain. 
« This by myſelt I ſwore; the great intent 
« Has paſt my ſanction, and I can't repent ; 
& Thou art a King and Prieſt of peace below, 
& Like Salem's monarch, and for ever ſo. 905 
& Aſk what thou wilt, 'tis thine; the Gentiles claim, 
&« For thy poſſeſſion take the world's extreme: 
«© The kings ſhall rage, the parties ſtrive, in vain 
« By perlecuting rage, to break thy reign. 
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DAVID. 175 
Thou art my Chriſt, and they that ſtill can be 910 
« Rebellious ſubjects be deſtroy'd by thee. 
« Bring, like the potter, to ſevere decay 
Thy worthleſs creatures, found in humble clay. 
« Then hear, ye Monarchs! and, ye Judges! hear, 
& Rejoice with trembling, ſerve the Lord with fear: 
« In his commands with ſigns of homage move, 916 
And kiſs the gracious offers of his love: 
« Ye ſurely periſh if his anger flame, 
« And only they be bleſs'd that bleſs his name.” 
Thus does the Chriſt in David's anthems ſhine, 920 
With full magnificence of art divine, 
Then on his ſubjects gifts of grace beſtow, 
And ſpread his image on their hearts below ; 
As when our earthly kings receive the globe, 
The ſacred unction, and the purple robe, 925 
And mount the throne with golden glory crown'd, 
They ſcatter medals of themlelves around ; 
There heav*nly ſingers clap their vary'd wings, 
And lead the choir of all created things, 
Relate his glory's everlaſting prime, 930 
His fame continued with the length of time, 
Where*er the fun ſhall dart a gilded beam, 
Oe changing moons diffuſe the filver'd gleam, 
Where'er the waves of rolling occan lent, 
Encompaſs land with arms of wide extent: 935 
% Hail, full of mercy !”* ready nations cry: 
« Hail, oh, for ever, ever bleſs'd, on high! 
« Hail, ch, for ever, on thy beauteous throne ! 
„Thou, Lord, that Wander wondrous things alone, 
Still let thy glory to the world appear, 940 
* And all the riches of thy goodneſs hear.“ 

But thou, fair Church! in whom he fixes love, 

Thou Queen accepted of the Prince above, 
Behold him fairer than tbe ſons of men, 
Embrace his offer d heart, and ſhare his reign; 945 
In Moſes? laws they bred thy tender years, 
But now to new commands incline thine ears; 
forget thy people, bear no more in mind 


Thy Father's houlehold, for thy Spouſe is kind; 
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176 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
Within thy ſoul let vain affections die, 
Him only worſhip, and with him comply ; 

So ſhall thy Spouſe's heart with thine agree, 
So ſhall his fervour ill increaſe for thee. 


Come, while he calls, ſupremely favour'd Queen! 


In heav*nly glories dreſs thy foul within; 
With pious actions to the throne be brought, 
In cloſe connection of the virtues wrought, 
Let theſe around thee for a garment ſhine, 
And be the work to make them pleaſing thine. 
Come, lovely Queen | advance with ſtately port, 
Thy good companions ſhall complete thy court, 
With joyful ſouls their joytul entrance ſing, 
And fill the palace of your gracious King. 
What tho' thy Moſes and the prophets ceaſe ; 
What tho' the prieſthood leaves the ſettled race; 
The Father's place their offspring well ſupplies, 
When at thy Spouſe's miniſtry they riſe ; 
When thy bleſs'd houſchold on his orders go, 
And rule for him where'er he reigns below. 
Come, Queen exalted! come, my laſting fong 
To future ages ſhall thy fame prolong ; 

The joyful nations ſhall thy praiſe proclaim, 
And for their ſafety crowd beneath thy name. 
Oh, bounteous Saviour! ſtill thy mercy kind, 
Still what thy David ſung thy ſervants find 
Still what thy David ſung thy ſervants ſee, 
From thee tent down, and ſent again to thee 
They tee the words of thanks and love divine 
In ſtrains myſterious intermingled ſhine, 

As ſweet and rich unite in coſtly waves, 

When purling gold the purpled web receives, 
And ſtill the Church he thadow'd hears the lays 
In daily ſervice as an aid to praiſe: 

At thele her temper good Devotion warms, 
And mounts aloft with more engaging charms, 
Then as ſhe ſtrives to reach the lofty (ky, 

Bids Gratitude aſſiſt her will ro fly; 

In theie our gratitude becomes on fire, 

Then feels its flames improv'd by ſtrong deſire, 
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Then feels defire in eager wiſhes move, 990 
Ard wiſh determine in the point of love. 

Such hymns to regulate, and ſuch to raiſe, 
Approach, ye ſounding inſtruments of praiſe ! 
Tis fit you tune for him, whoſe holy love, 

In wiſh aſpiring to the choir above, 995 
And fond to practiſe ere his time to go, 
Devoutly call'd you to the choir below; 
There where he plac'd you, with your folemn ſound, 
For God's high glory fill the ſacred ground, 
And there, and ev'ry where, his wondrous name 1000 
Within his firmament of pow'r proclaim. 
doft pleaſing lutes with eaty ſweetneſs move, 
To touch the ſentiments of heav*nly love ; 
Aſſiſt the lyre and voice to tell the charms 
That gently ſtole him from the Father's arms; 1005 
Gay trembling timbrels, us'd with airs of mirth, 
Aſliſt the loud hoſannah rais'd on earth, 
When on an aſs he meekly rides along, 
And multitudes are heard within the ſong: 
Full tenor'd pſaltry, join the doleful part 1010 
In which his agony poſſeſs'd his heart, 
Ard ſeem to feel thyſelt, and ſeem to ſhow 
Ariſing heavineſs and ſigns of woe: 
Snorous organ at his paſſion moan, 
yd utter forth thy ſympathiſing groan, 1015 
In big flow murmurs anxious ſorrow ſpeak, 
While melancholy winds thine entrails ſhake, 
As when he ſuffer'd, with complaining ſound 
The ſtorms in vaulted caverns ſhook the ground: 
wilt cheerful cymbals give an airy ſtrain, 1020 
When, having bravely broke the doubled chain 
Of Death and Hell, he left the conquer'd grave, 
And roſe to viſit thoſe he dy'd to fave; 
And as he mounts in ſong, and angels ſing, 
With grand proceſſion their returning King, 1025 
Trumphant trumpets raiſe their notes on high, 
And make them ſeem to mount, and ſeem to fly ; 
Then all at once conſpire to praiſe the Lord 
la muſic's full conſent and juſt accord. 
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. And with his pray'r inſtructs my ſoul to pray. 


178 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
Ye ſons of Art! in ſuch melodious way 103 
Conclude the ſervice which you join to pay, 
While nations ſing Amen, and yet again 
Hold forth the note, and ſing aloud, Amen. 

Here has my fancy gone where David leads, 
Now ſoftly pacing o'er the graſſy meads, 1033 
Now nobly mounting where the monarchs rear 
The gilded ſpires of palaces in air, 

Now ſhooting thence upon the level flight, 

To dreadtul dangers and the toils of fight, 
Anon with utmoſt ſtretch aſcending tar 1040 
Beyond the region of the fartheſt ſtar; 
As ſharpeſt- ſighted eagles tow' ring fly, 
To weather their broad fails in open ſky, 1 
At length on wings half clos'd ſlide gently down, -y hl 
And one attempt ſhall all my labours crown; ca 
In others? verſe the reſt be better ſhown, hen, 
But this is more, or ſhanld be more, thine own, N 

If then the ſpirit that ſupports my lines hich 
Have prov'd unequal to my large deligns, * d 
Let others riſe from earthly paſſion's dream, 10 fen 
By me provok'd to vindicate the theme: _ ir 
Let others round the world in rapture rove, 2 c 
Or with ſtrong feathers tan the breeze above, Ind th 
Or walk the duſky ſhades of death, and dive id th 
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Down hell's abyſs, and mount again alive. 1055 be rad 
But oh, my God ! may theſe unartful rhymes, Ag 
In ſober words of woe bemoan my crimes: ,; rmal 
*Tis fit the ſorrows I for ever vent 100 . 
For what I never can enough repent ; * 
»Tis fit, and David ſhews the moving way, 1060 mo 


Then ſince thy guilt is more than match'd by me, * a 
And ſince my troubles ſnould with thine agree, th | 
O Muſe! to glories in affliction born, ay - 
May thine humility my ſoul adorn ; T5) wn 


For humbleſt prayers are molt affecting ſtrains, * 
As mines lie rich in lowly planted veins, 3 12 
duch aid I want to render Mercy kind, 8055 
And ſuch an aid as here I want I find; 720 


DAVID: 
hy weeping accents in my numbers run, 
u, thought! ah, voice of inward dole begun! 
My God! whoſe anger is appeas'd by tears, 
wy gently down thy mercy's gracious cars; 
With many tongues my fins for juſtice call, 
But Mercy's ears are manifold for all. 
hoſe (weet celeſtial windows open wide, 
ind in full ſtreams let ſoft compaſſion glide 
here waſh my ſoul, and cleanſe it yet again, 
) throughly cleanſe it from the guilty ſtain! 
For I my life with inward anguith fee, 
Ind all its wretchednels confeſs to thee, 
The large inditement ſtands before my view, 
Prawn torth by conſcience, molt amazing true, 
"4 fill'd with ſecrets hid from human eye, 
(ten, fooliſh Man! thy God food witneſs by. 
Then, oh, thou Majeſty divinely great! 
ccept the ſad confeſſions I repeat, 
Vhich clear thy juſtice to the world below, 
hou'd diſmal ſentence doom my foul to woe. 
ſien in the ſilent womb my ſhape was made, 1090 
ind from the womb to lightſome life convey'd, 
urs'd Sin began to take unhappy root, 
ind thro? my veins its carly fibres ſhoot ; 
int then what goodneſs did'ſt thou ſhew, to kill 
lie riſing weeds and principles of ill! 1095 
Vien to my breaſt, in fair celeſtial flame, 
ternal Truth and lovely Wiſdom came, 
ght gift, by ſimple Nature never got, 
but here reveal'd to change the ancient blot: | 
lis wondrous help, which Mercy pleas'd to grant, 
ntinue ſtill, for ſtill thine aid I want; 1100 
ind as the men whom leproties invade, 
[they that touch the carcaſs of the dead, 
"ith nyſſop ſprinkled, and by water clean'd, 
heir former purenels in the law regain'd; 1105 
purge my foul, difeas'd, alas! within, 
mM much polluted with dead works of ſin. 
i ſuch bieis*'d favours at thine hind I ſue, 
grace thine hyſſop, nd thy water too; 
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x30 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
Then ſhall my whiteneſs for perfection vie 
With blanching ſnows that newly leave the ſky, 
Thus thro' my mind thy voice of gladneſs ſend, 


That fi 
This g. 
Then 1 


111 


Thus ſpeak the joyful word, I will, be clean'd;” ud ſu 
That all my ſtrength, conſum'd with mournful pain Ibere 
May by thy faving health rejoice again, 111 tere 
And now no more my ſoul offences ſee; And (h 
Oh! turn from theſe, but turn thee not from me: Delerv' 
Or, leſt they make me too deform'd a ſight, There t 
Oh! blot them with oblivion's endleſs night, Inſtead 
Then further pureneſs to thy ſervant grant; 11200" ff 


Another heart, or change in this, I want, 
Create another, or the change create, 

For now my vile corruption 1s ſo great, 

It ſeems a new creation to reſtore 

Its fall'n eſtate to what it was before. 112 
Renew my ſpirit, raging in my breaſt, 

And all its paſſions in their courſe arreſt ; 
Or turn their motions, widely gone aſtray, 
And fix their footſteps in thy righteous way. 
When this is granted, when again I'm whole, 113 
Oh! ne'er withdraw thy preſence from my ſoul ; 
There let it ſhine, fo let me be reſtor'd 

To preſent joy which conſcious hopes afford. 
There let it ſweetly ſhine, and o'er my breaſt 
Diffuſe the dawning of eternal reſt ; 113 
Then ſnall the wicked this compaſſion ſee, 

And learn thy worſhip and thy works from me; 
For I to ſuch occaſions of thy praiſe 

Will tune my lyre and conſecrate my lays. 
Unfeal my lips, where guilt and ſhame have hung, 114 
To ſtop the paſſage of my grateful tongue, 

And let my prayer and ſong aſcend—my prayer 
Here join'd with ſaints, my ſong with angels there; 
Yet neither prayer F'd give, nor ſongs, alone, 

Tt either oft 'rings were as much thy own; 114 
But thine's the contrite ſpirit, thine's an heart 
Oppreis'd with ſorrow, broke with inward ſmart, 
That at thy footitool in confeſſion ſhows 

How well its faults, how well the Judge, it Knows: 


Ig» 
VIC 


DAVID. 
Fat fin with ſober reſolution flies; 
This gift thy mercy never will deſpiſe. 
Then in my foul a myftic altar rear, 
And fuch a facrifice T'l] offer there; 
There ſhall it fiand, in vows of virtue bound, 
There falling tears ſhall waſh it all around, 
And ſharp remorſe, yet ſharper edg'd by woe, 
Deterv'd and fear'd, inflift the bleeding blow; 
There ſhall my thoughts to holy breathings fly, 
Infead of incenſe, to perfume the ſky ; 
And thence my willing heart aſpires above, 
Vricim panting in the flames of love. 
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SOLOMON. 


S thro* the Pſalms from theme to theme I chang' 
+» Methinks like Eve in Paradiſe I rang'd, 

And ev'ry grace of ſong I ſeem'd to ſee, 
As the gay pride of ev*ry ſeaſon ſhe 
She gently treading all the walks around, 
Admir'd the ſpringing beauties of the ground, 
The lily gliſt'ring with the morning dew, 
The role in red, the violet in blue, 
'The pink in pale, the bells in purple rows, 
And tulips colour'd in a thouſand ſhows ; 
Then here and there perhaps ſhe pull'd a flow'r 
To ſtrew with moſs, and paint her leafy bow'r ; 
And here and there, like bor: I went along, 
Choſe a bright ſtrain, and bid it deck my ſong. 

But now the ſacred Singer leaves mine eye; 
Crown'd as he was, I think he mounts on high: 
Ere this, Devotion bore his heav'nly pſalms, 
And now bimſelf bears up his harp and palms. 
Go, Saint triumphant ! leave the changing fight, 
So fitted out you ſuit the realms of light; 
Bur Jet thy glorious robe at parting go, 
Thoſe realms have robes of more effulgent ſhow ; 
It flies, it falls; the flutt'ring ſilk I ſee, 
Thy ſon has caught it, and he ſings like thee, 
With fuch election of a theme divine, 
And ſuch ſweet grace as conquers all but thine. Wan of 

Hence ev'ry writer o'er the fabled ſtreams, 


Where frolic fancies {port with idle dreams, on 

Or round the fight enchanted clouds diſpole, 41 
Whence wanton Cupids ſhoot with gilded bows ; .. Is ch 
A nobler-writer, ſtrains more brightly wrought, I For t 


Themes more exalted fill my wond' ring thought; Wu BVO 
The parted ſkies are track'd with flames above, 
As Love deſcends to meet aſcending love 

The ſcaſons flouriſh where the Spouſes meet, « Diff 
And earth in gardens ſpreads beneath their feet? Wi a. 


SOLOMON, 183 
his freſn· bloom proſpect in the boſom throngs, 
hen Solomon begins his Song of Songs, 
Bids the rap'd ſoul to Lebanon repair, 
Ind lays the ſcene of all his actions there, 
here as he wrote, and from the bow'r ſurvey'd 
he ſcenting groves, or anſw'ring knots he made, 
His ſacred art the fights of Nature brings 
Beyond their uſe to figure heav'nly things. 
Great Son of God | whole goſpel pleas'd to throw 
Round thy rich glory veils of earthly ſhow, 46 
ho made the vineyard oft* thy Church deſign, 
ho made the marriage-feaft a type of thine, 
Aſſiſt my verſes, which attempt to trace 
he ſnadow'd beauties of celeſtial grace, 50 
And with illapſes of ſeraphic fire 
he work which pleas'd thee once, once more inſpire. 
Look, or IIluſion's airy viſions draw, | 
Or now I walk the gardens which I ſaw, 
here ſilver waters feed a flow'ring ſpring, 55 
And winds ſalute it with a balmy wing; 
here on a bank, whoſe ſhades directly riſe 
o ſcreen the ſun, and not exclude the ſkies, 
here fits the ſacred Church: methinks I view 
he Spoule's aſpect, and her enſigns too: 60 
Her face has features where the Virtues reign, 
Her hands the book of ſacred love contain; 
A light (Truth's emblem) on her boſom ſhines, 
And at her fide the meekeſt Lamb reclines ; | 
And oft' on heav'nly lectures in the book, 65 
And oft' on heav'n itſelf ſhe caſts a look; 
Sweet, humble, fervent zeal, that works within, 
At length burſts forth, and raptures thus begin: 
„% Let Him, that Him my ſoul adores above, 
«In cloſe communion breathe his holy love, 70 
For theſe bleſs'd words his pleaſing lips impart, 
%“ Beyond all cordials cheer the fainting heart, 
« As rich and ſweet the precious ointments ſtream, 
« So rich thy graces flow, ſo ſweet thy name 
* Diffuſes ſacred joy; 'tis hence we find 75 
Affection rais'd in ev'ry virgin mind; 


184 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
v For this we come, the daughters here and I, 
66 Still draw we f rward, and behold I fly; 
«« I fly through mercy, when my King invites, 
& To tread his chambers of fincere delights ; ! 
4 There, join'd by myſtic union, I rejoice, 
«© Exalt my temper, and enlarge my voice, 
* And celebrate thy joys, ſupremely more 
„ Than earthly bliſs ; thus vpright hearts adore, 
*© Nor you, ye Maids! who breathe of Salem's air, 2; 
Nor you refule that I conduct you there; 
4% Tho' clouding darkneſs hath eclips'd my face, 
© Dark as I am I ſhine with beams of grace. 
As the black tents where Iſmael's line abides 
& With glitt'ring trophies dreſs their inward ſides; ge 
© Or as thy curtains, Solomon! are ſeen, 
„ Whoſe plaits conceal a golden throne within, 
< *T were wrong to judge me by the carnal ſight, 
And yet my viſage was by nature white; 
* But hery ſuns, which perſecute the meek, 
Found me abroad, and ſcorch'd my roſy cheek : 
© The world, my brethren, they were angry grown, 
They made me dreſs a vineyard not my own 
* Among their rites (their vines) I learn'd to dwell, 
% And in the mean employ my beauty fell; 
% By trailty loſt, I gave my labour o'er, 
* And my own vineya:d grew deform'd the more. 
* Behold I turn; O ſay, my ſoul's defire ! 
fe Where doſt thou feed thy flock, and where retire 


& To reſt that flock when noon-tide heats ariſe? 105 


% Shepherd of Ifrac]! teach my dubious eyes 
& Fo guide me right, for why ſhould thine abide 


% Whete wand'ring ſhepherds turn their flocks aſide!“ 


So ſpake the Church, and ſigh'd; a purple light 


Sprung forth, the Godhead ſtood reveal'd to fight, 110 


And Heav'n and Nature ſmil'd ; as white as ſnow 
His ſeamleſs veſture looſely fell below; 

Sedate and pleas'd he nodded ; round his head 
The pointed glory ſhook, and thus he ſaid : 


If thou, the lovelieſt of the beauteous kind, 113 


If thou canſt want thy Shepherd's walk to find, 


108 


SOLOMON. 185 

« Go by the footſteps where my flocks have trod, 

My ſaints, obedient to the laws of God; 

« Go where their tents my teaching ſervants rear, 

« And feed the kids, thy young believers, there: 120 

« Should thus my flocks increaſe, my fair delight, 

« I view their numbers, and compare the fight 

« To Pharaoh's horſes when they take the Fel | 

Beat plains to duſt, and make the nations yield. 

« With rows of gems thy comely cheeks I deck, 125 

« And chains of pendant gold o'erflow thy neck, | 

For ſo like gems the riches of my grace, | 

« And ſo deſcending glory cheers thy face; 

„Gay bridal robes a flow'ring ſilver ſtrows, 

Bright gold engrailing on the border glows.” 130 
He ipake, the Spouſe admiring heard the ſound, 

Then meekly bending on the ſacred ground, | 
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b 1 
the cries, ** Oh, preſent to my raviſh'd breaſt ; i | 1 
This ſweet communion is an inward feaſt; 1 Ni 
WM There fits the King, while all around our heads 135 LRN 
His grace, my ſpikenard, pleaſing odours ſheds; "ol | 
„About my foul his holy comfort flies, 1k 1 
« $0 cloſely treaſur'd in the boſom lies Mi. 
„The bundled myrrh fo ſweet, the ſcented gale 1 10 
de © Breathes all En-gedi's aromatic vale.” 140 n 
„Now, (ſays the King,) my Love! I ſee thee fair, 14 
* Thine eves for mildneis with the dove's compare.” (81410 


„No, thou, Belov'd! art fair,“ the Church replies, | 1 
(Since all my beauties but from thee ariſe, ) | 


“All fair, all pleaſant ; theſe communion ſhow 145 1045 il 
«Thy counſels pleaſant, and thy comtorts ſo: | 104 
And as at marriage- feaſts they ſtrow the flow'rs, 11 


With nuptial chaplets hang the ſummer bow'rs, 1 
And make the rooms of ſmelling cedars fine, li 
1088 Where the fond bridegroom and the bride recline 1 


roſe 1 
Thro' flow'ry fields a 2 odour throws, | 
1 


I dreſs my ſoul with ſuch exceeding care, 151 | 
"With ſuch, with more, to court thy preſence there.“ Win! 
„Well hait thou prais'd, he ſays. The Sharon 1 l 
1 


+ 
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186 PARNEL1I,'S POEMS, 

e« The valley-lilies raviſh'd ſenſe regale, 7 

& And with pure whiteneſs paint their humble vale; 

« Such names of ſweetneſs are thy lover's due; 

6 And thou, my Love! be thou a lily too, 

« A lily ſet in thorns, for all I ſee, 

te All other daughters are as thorns to thee.” 169 
Then ſhe. The trees that pleaſing apples yield 

« Surpaſs the barren trees that clothe the field; 

4 So you ſurpaſs the ſons with worth divine, 

& So ſhade, and fruit as well as ſhade, is thine. 

& IT fat me down, and ſaw thy branches ſpread, 16; 

&« And green protect ion flouriſh o'er my head; 


I ſaw thy fruit, the ſoul's celeſtial food, 104 
66 pull'd, I taſted, and I found it good: « Bel 
« Hence in the ſpirit to the bliſstul {eats * No 
© Where Love to feaſt myſteriouſly retreats, 17 (Fe 
c He led me forth; I ſaw the banner rear, « Le: 
« And Love was pencil'd for the motto there. « He 
L. Prophets and teachers in your care combine; « An 
« Stay me with apples, comfort me with wine; « By 
& The cordial promiſes of joys above, 17M «© An 
“ For hope deterr'd has made me ſick with love. 6 To 
« Ah, while my tongue reveals my fond detire, « Fro 
« His hands ſupport me, left my life expire; « W] 
& As round a child the parent's arms are plac'd, , At 
« -This holds the head, and that entolds the waiſt.” «K An 


Here ceas'd the Church, and lean'd her languid head “ Ha 
Bent down with joy, when thus the Lover faid : 
«« Behold, ye Daughters of the realm of Peace! 
t She ſleeps, at leaſt her thoughts of ſorrow ceale. 
« Now hy the bounding roes, the ſkipping fawns, 18 
« Near the cool brooks, or o'er the graſſy lawns, 
« By all the tender innocents that rove, 
« Your hourly charges in my ſacred grove, 
Guard the dear charge from each approach of ill, 
& J would not have her wake but when ſhe will.” 19 
So reſt the Church and Spowſe : my verſes ſo 
Appear to languiſh with the flames you ſhow, 
And pauſing reſt ; but not the paule be long 
For (till thy Solomon purſues the long. 
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$OLOMON, 187 

Then keep the place in view; let ſweets more rare 195 
Then earth produces fill the purpled air; 
Let ſomething ſolemn overſpread the green, 
Which ſeems to tell us here the Lord has been! 
But let the virgin ſtill in proſpect ſhine, 
And other ſtrains of her's enliven mine. 
She wakes! the riſes! bid the whiſp*ring breeze 
More ſoftly whiſper in the waving trees, 
Or fall with filent awe ; bid all around 
Before the Church's voice abate their ſound, 
While thus her ſhadowy ſtrains attempt to thow 
A future advent of the Spouſe below : 

« Hark! my Beloved's voice! behold him too! 
« Behold him coming in the diſtant view ! 
% No clamb'ring mountains make my lover ſtay, 
(For what are mountains in a Jover's way ?) 
« Leaping he comes! how like the nimble roe 
« He runs the paths his prophets us'd to ſhow ! 
« And now he looks from yon” partition wall, 
« Built till he comes—tis only then to fall; 
« And now he's nearer in the promiſe ſeen, 
© Too faint the fight—'tis with a glaſs between 
« From hence I hear him as a lover ſpeak, 
« Who near a window calls a fair to wake. 
« Attend, ye Virgins ! while the words that trace 
« An op'ning ſpring deſign the day of grace. 
« Hark! or I dream, or elle I hear him ſay, 
« Ariſe, my Love! my Fair One! come away; 
« For now the tempeſts of thy winter end, 
© Thick rains no more in heavy drops deſcend, 
e Sweet painted flow'rs their ſilken leaves uncloſe, 22 5 
« And dreſs the face of earth with vary'd ſhows 
& In the green wood the ſinging birds renew 
e Their chirping notes, the ſilver turtles coo z 
« The trees that yield the fig already ſhoot, 
te And knit their bloſſoms for their early fruit; 
« With fragrant ſcents the vines refreſh the day; 
« Ariſe, my Love! my Fair One! come away, 
O come, my Dove! forſake thy clote retreat, 
* For clole in ſafety haſt thou fix d thy ſeat, 
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188 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
& As fearful pigeons in dark clefts abide, 
« And ſafe the clefts their tender charges hide. 
£ Now let thy looks with modeſt guiſe appear, 
* Now let thy voice ſalute my longing ear, 
For in thy looks an humble mind I ſee, 
Fc Prayer forms thy voice, and both are ſweets to me: 
« To ſave the bloomings of my vineyard haſte, 241 
© Which foxes (falſe deluding teachers) waſte ; 
« Watch well their haunts, and catch the foxes there; 
« Our grapes are tender, and demand thy care, — 
* Thus ſpeaks my Love, ſurpriſing love divine! 245 
&« I thus am his, he thus for ever mine; 
c And till he comes I find a preſence ſtill, 
e« Where ſouls attentive ſerve his holy will, 
6 Where down in vales unſpotted lilies grow, 
66 White types of innocence in humble ſhow. 
4] till the ſpicy breath of heav'nly day, 
« Till all thy ſhadows fleet before thy ray, 
46 Turn, my Beloved with thy comforts here, 
«« 'Turn in thy promiſe, in thy grace appear, 
Nor let ſuch ſwiftneſs in the roes be ſhown 255 
«© To ſave themſelves, as thou to cheer thine own; 
4 'Turn like the nimble harts that lightly bound 
« Before the ſtretches of the fleeteſt hound; 
te Skim the plain chaſe of lofty Bether's head, 
* And make the mountain wonder if they tread.” 260 

But long expectance of a blits delay'd 

Breeds anxious doubt, and tempts the ſacred maid ; 
Then miſts ariſing ſtraight repel the light, 
The colour'd garden lies diſguis'd with night, 
A pale horn'd creſcent leads a glimm'ring throng, 265 
And groans of abſence jar within the ſong. 

By night,” ſhe cries, a night which blots the 

mind, | 

cc T ſeek the lover whom I fail to fird ; 
& When on my couch compos'd to thought I lie, 
« I ſearch, and vainly ſearch, with Reaſon's eye; 279 
« Riſe, fondly riſe, thy preſent ſearch give o'er, 
« And alk.if others knew thy lover more. 
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SOLOMON, 189 
Dark as it is, I riſe ; the moon that ſhines 
« Shows by the gleam the city's outward lines ; 
J range the wand'ring road, the winding ſtreet, 275 
« And aſk, but aſk in vain, of all I meet, 
« Till, toil'd with ev'ry difappointing place, 
« My ſteps the guardians of the Temple trace, 
« Whom thus my wiſh accoſts; * Ye ſacred Guides! 
« Ye Prophets! tell me where my Love reſides ?* 280 
«Twas well I queſtion'd; ſcarce I pals'd them by 
Ere my rais'd foul perceives my lover nigh ; 
„And have I found thee, found my joy divine? 
« How faſt I'll hold thee till I make thee mine! 
„My mother waits thee, thither thou repair, 28 
«Long waiting Iſrael wants thy preſence there.“ 
The lover ſmiles to fee the virgin's pain, 
The miſts roll off, and quit the flow'ry plain, 

« Yes, there I come,” he ſays; © thy forrow ceaſe 
And guard her, Daughters of the realms of Peace! 
„By all the bounding roes and ſkipping fawns, 291 
Near the cool brooks, or o'er the grafly lawns ; 

% By all the tender innocents that rove, | 
* Your hourly charges in my ſacred grove, 294 
* Guard the dear charge from each approach of ill, 

{© I'll have her feel my comforts while ſhe will.” 

Here hand in hand with cheerful heart they go, 

hen wand' ring Salem ſees the ſolemn ſhow, 

Dreams the rich pomp of Solomon again, 299 
Ind thus her daughters ſing th? approaching ſcene: 

% Who from the deſert, where the waving clouds 
High Sinai pierces, come involv'd with creo, ds? 
For Sion's hill her ſober pace ſhe bends, 

' As grateful incenſe from the dome aſcends. 
'It ſeems the ſweets from all Arabia ſhed 305 
Curl at her fide, and hover o'er her head, 
For her the King prepares a bed of ftate, 
Round the rich bed her guards in order wait, 
All myttic Iſrael's ſons ; ?tis there they quell 
' The foes within, the foes without repel 310 
The guard his miniſtry, their ſwords of fight 
His ſacred laws, her preſent ſtate of night. 
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The lover's fondneſs longs to ſing the dame. 


190 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
& He forms a chariot, too, to bring her thera, 
< Not the carv'd frame of Solomon's ſo fair; 
& Sweet ſmells the chariot as the Temple ſtood, 313 
c The fragrant cedar lent them both tho wood 
cc High wreaths of ſilver'd columns prop the door, 
4c Fine gold engrail'd adorns the figur'd floor; 
« Deep fringing purple hangs the roof above, 313 
ce And filk embroid'ry paints the midſt with love. 
« Go forth, ye Daughters! Sion's daughters go; 
& A greater Solomon exalts the ſhow ; 
& Tt crown'd with gold, and by the Queen beſtow'd, 
&« To grace his nuptials Jacob's monarch rode, 
«© A crown of glory from the King divine, 310 
t To grace thele nuptials makes the Saviour ſhine; 
c While the bleſs'd pair, expreſs'd in emblem, ride, 
& Meſſiah Solomon, his Church the bride.” 
Ye kind attendants, who with wond'ring eyes 
Saw the grand entry, what you ſaid ſuffice 33 
You ſung the lover with a loud acclaim, 


He ſpeaks, admiring Nature ſtands around, 
And learns new muſic while it hears the ſound. 
« Behold, my Love! how fair thy beauties ſhow, 


c Behold how more, how moſt extremely ſo! 3 Ane 
4 How ſtill to me thy conſtant eyes incline; But 
4 I ſee the turtle's when I gaze on thine Fare 
ec Sweet thro' the lids they ſhine with modeſt care, W wil 
« And ſweet and modeſt is a virgin's air. 34 To 
« How bright thy locks! how well their number paint Yet 
«© The great aſſemblies of my lovely ſaints ! My! 
cc So bright the kids, ſo numerouſly fed, Here 
c Graze the green top of lofty Gilead's head; or w. 


& All Gilead's head a fleecy whiteneſs clouds, ; er {lc 
&«& And the rich maſter glories in the crowds. 
& How pure thy teeth! for equal order made, 
& Each anſw'ring each, whilſt all the public aid 
4 Theſe lovely graces in my Church I find, 
$ This candour, order, and accorded mind. 33 
& Thus when the ſeaſon bids the ſhepherd lave 
% His ſheep new ſhorn within the cryſtal wave, 


| SOLOMON, 192 

Waſn'd they return in ſuch unſully'd white, 

(Thus march by pairs, and in the flock unite. 
How pleaſe thy lips, adorn'd with native red! 355 
Art vainly mocks them in the ſcarlet thread; 

But if they part, what mulic watts the air! 

© $0 ſweet thy praiſes, and ſo ſoft thy prayer. 

If thro' thy looſen'd curls with honelt ſhame 

Thy lovely temple's tine complexion flame, 360 
Whatever crimſon granate bloſſoms ſhow, 

Twas never theirs ſo much to pleaſe and glow, 
But what's thy neck, the poliſh'd form I ſee, 

© Whole iv'ry ſtrength ſupports thine eyes, to me? 
Fair type of firmneſs when my ſaints aſpire 36g 
The ſacred confidence that litts deſire, 

As David's turret on the ſtately frame 

{ Upheld its thouſand conq'ring ſhields of fame: 
And what thy brealts ? they {till demand my lays ; 
What image wakes to charm me whillt I gaze? 379 
Two lovely mountains, each exactly round, 

Two lovely mountains with the lily crown'd, 
While two twin roes, and each on either bred, 
Feed in the lilies of the mountain's head. 

Let this reſemblance ſpotleſs virtues thow, 375 
And in ſuch lilies feed my young below. 

But now farewell till night's dark ſhades decay 

i Farewell, my Virgin! till the break of day; 

Swift for the bills of ſpice and gums I fly, 

To breathe ſuch ſweets as ſcent a purer iky; 380 
Vet as I leave thee, ſtil} above compare, 

My Love! my Spotleis! fill I find thee fair,” 

Here reſt, celeſtial Maid! tor if he go, 

or will he part, nor is the promiſe ſlow; 

or flow my fancy move; diſpel the ſhade, 335 
harm forth the morning, and relieve the maid, 

Ariſe, fair Sun | the Church attends to ſee 

Lhe Sun of righteouſneſs ariſe in thee. 

ariſe, tair Sun! and bid the Church adore, 

is then he'll court her whom he prais'd before. 390 
us thus I ſing it ſhines; there ſeems a ſound 

| plumes in air, and feet upon the ground; 
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192 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
I fee their meeting, ſee the flow'ry ſcene, 
And hear the myſtic love purſu'd again: 
Now to the mount, whoſe ſpice pertumes the day, 
6 Tis I invite thee 3 come, my Spoule ! away; 496 
* Come, leave thy Lebanon; is aught we lee 
In all thy Lebanon compar'd to me? 
« Nor tow'rd thy Canaan turn with wiſhful ſight, 399 
&« From Hermon's, Sheniar's, and Amana's height; 
© There dwells the leopard, there aſſaults the bear 
6 This world has ills, and ſuch may find thee there, 
c My Spoule! my Siſter! O thy wondrous art, 
& Which thro' my boſom drew my raviſh'd heart! 
« Won by one eye my raviſh'd heart is gone, 4og 
& For all thy ſeeing guides conſent as one; 
& Drawn by one chain which round thy body plies, 
& For all thy members one bleſt union ties. 
«© My Spouſe! my Siſter! O the charm to pleale, 
& When love repaid returns my boſom eaſe! 4 
&« Strongly thy love, and ſtrongly wines reſtore, 
& But wines mutt yield, thy love inflames me more. 
« Sweetly thine ointments (all thy virtues) ſmell, 
Not altar ſpices pleaſe thy King fo well. 
© How ſoft thy doctrine on thy lips reſides ! 415 
* From thoſe two combs the dropping honey glides; 
& All pure without, as all within ſincere; 
c Beneath thy tongue—lI find it honey there. 
& Ah! while thy graces thus around thee ſhine, 
ce The charms of Lebanon mult yield to thine z 42 
tc His ſpring, his garden, ev'ry ſcented tree, 
cc My Spoule! my Sitter ! all I find in thee. 
46 Thee for myſelt I fence, I ſhut, I ſeal ; 
4% Myſterious ſpring, myiterious garden, hail! 
6A ſpring, a font, where heav'nly waters flow; 42 
& A grove, a garden, where the graces grow: 
4 There riſe my fruits, my cypreſs, and my fir, 
&« My ſaffron, ſpikenard, cinnamon, and myrrh ; 
„% Perpetual fountains for their ulz abound, 
« And ſtreams of favour feed the living ground.“ 430 
Scarce {pake the Chrift when thus the Church replies, 
And ſpread her arms where'er the Ipirit flies: 
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SOLOMON. 193 

« Ye cooling Northern Gales ! who freſhly ſhake 

« My balmy reeds, ye Northern Gales! awake; 

And thou, the regent of the ſouthern {ky, 435 

« 0! ſoft inſpiring, o'er my garden fly! 

Unlock and watt my ſweets, that ev'ry grace 

„In all its heay*nly life regale the place. 

« If thus a paradiſe thy garden prove, 

Twere beſt prepar'd to entertain my Love; 440 

« And that the pleaſing fruits may pleaſe the more, 

„O think my profter was thy gift before!“ 

At this the Saviour cries, ** Behold me near, 

„My Spouſe! my Siſter! O behold me here! 

To gather fruits I come at thy requelt, 445 

And, pleas'd, my ſoul accepts the ſolemn feaſt ; 

«I gather myrrh with fpice to ſcent the treat; 

„My virgin- honey with the combs I eat; 

«drink my ſweet'ning milk, my lively wine, 

MF (Theſe words cf pleaſure mean thy gifts divine ;) 
To ſhare my bliſs my good elect I call, 452 
The Church (my garden) muſt include them all: 
Novy fit and banquet; now, Beloy'd ! you ſee 
What gifts I love, and prove theſe fruits with me. 

o © might this ſweet communion ever laſt! 455 

 W' But with the fun the ſweet communion paſt ; 

The Saviour parts, and on Oblivion's breaſt, 
Benumb'd and flumb'ring lies the Church to reſt. 
iPaſs the ſweet alleys while the duſk abides, 

Leck the fair lodge in which the maid reſides.” 460 
then, Fancy, ſcek the maid, at night again, 
the Chriſt will come, but comes, alas! in vain. 

„I fleep,?” ſhe ſays, „ and yet my heart àwakes;“ 

There's ſtill ſome feeling while the lover ſpeaks ;) 


' Ariſe, my Love! my UndefiPd! ariſe; 

My Dove! my Sifter ! cold the dews alight, 

And fill my treſſes with the drops of night. 

Alas! I'm all unrob'd, I waſh'd my feet, 

J talted lumber, and I find it tweet.” 470 
As thus my words refuſe, he flips his hands 

' Where the cles'd latch ny ciuel door commands, 
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With what fond fervour from without he cries, 465. 
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194 PARNELL'S POEMS. 

« What! tho' deny'd, fo perſevering kind! 

Who long denies a perlevering mind? 

« From my wak'd ſoul my ſlothful temper flies, 475 

4c My bowels yearn, I rite, my Love! I riſe; 

« I find the latch thy fingers touch'd before, 

« Thy ſmelling myrrh comes dropping off the door, 

« Now, where's my Love? What! hait thou left th 

| place ? 5 

« O! to my foul repeat thy words of grace; 4? 

« Speak in the dark, my Love! I ſeek thee round, 

| « And vainly ſeek thee till thou wilt be found. 

| « What! no return? I own my folly pai, 

| « I lay too liſtleſs; ſpeak, my Love! at laſt. 4? 

ſ «« The guards have found me—Are ye guards indeed 

| «© Who {mite the ſad, who make the fecble bleed? 

; « Dividing teachers theſe who wrong my name, 

| « Rend my long veil, and caſt me bare to ſhame. 

« But you, ye Daughters of the realm of Reit! 

« If ever pity mov'd a virgin-brealit, 49 

« Tell my Belov'd how languiſhing I lie, 

4 How love has brought me near the point to die.“ 
& And what -Belov'd is this you would have found! 

Says Salem's daughters, as they flock'd around. 

0 « What wondrous thing, what charm beyond com 


Tias 
are? 1 And 
| c Say what's thy lover, Faireſt o'er the fair!“ 0 *tis 

His face is white and ruddy,”* the replies, 0 he 


& So mercy join'd to juſtice tempers dies; 
« His lofty ſtature, where a myriad thine, 
6 O'ertops, and {peaks a majeity divine; 5% At d: 
lj &«& Fair honour crowns his head; the raven-black 
i! 4% In buſhy curlings flows adown his back; 

& Sparkling his eyes, with full proportion plac'd, 
White like the milk, and with a mildneſs grac'd, 
& As the ſweet doves, whene'er they fondly play 59 
& By running waters in a glitt'ring day. 

6 Within his breath what pleaſing lweetneſs grows! 
4 Tis ſpice exhal'd, and mingled on the roſe ; 

| „Within his words what grace with goodneis met A 
« $0 beds of Lilies drop with balmy ſweets, 5 15 
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SOLOMON. 195 
« What ring of Eaſtern price his fingers hold ! 

« Gold decks the fingers, beryl decks the gold! 
„His iv'ry ſhape adorns a coflly veſt, 

« Work paints the ſkirts, and gems enrich the breaſt; 
His limbs beneath his ſhining ſandals caſe 515 
Like marble columns on a golden baſe. 

« Nor boaſts that mountain where the cedar- tree 
« Perfumes our realm ſuch num'*rous {weets as he. 
4 lovely All! what could my King require 
«To make his prelence more the world's deſre? 520 
« And now, ye Maids! it ſuch a friend you know, 
«Tis fuch my longings look to find below.“ 

While thus her friend the Spoule's anthems ſing, 
Deck'd with the Thummim, crown'd a ſacred king, 

The daughters” hearts the fine deſcription drew, 525 
And that which rais'd their wonder aſk'd their view. 
Then where, they cry, “thou Faireſt o'er the fair! 
„Where goes thy lover? tell the virgins where; 
„What flow'ring walks invite his ſteps aſide ? 
We'll help to ſeek him; let thoſe walks be try'd.“ 
Tue Spouſe revolving here the grand deſcent, 531 
«Twas that he promis'd; there, the cries, “ he went; 
He keeps a garden where the {ſpices breathe, 
Its bow'ring borders kiſs the vale beneath; 
Tis here he gathers lilies, there he dwells, 535 
And binds his flow'rets to unite their ſmells, 
0 *tis my height of love that TI am his! 
O he is mine, and that's my height of bliſs! 
' Deſcend, my Virgins! well I know the place, 
He feeds in lilies, that's a ſpotleſs race. 540 
5% At dawning day the Bridegroom leaves a bow'r, 
ind here he waters, there he props a flow'r, 
ben the kind damſel, ſpring of heav'nly flame, 
4 ich Salem's daughters to the garden came; | 

en thus his love the Bridegroom's words repeat, 545 
The {melling borders lent them both a ſeat,) | 
'O great as Tirzah! 'twas a regal place; 

O fair as Salem! *tis the realm ot Peace; 

' Whole aſpect, awful to the wond' ring eye, 
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196 PARNELL'S rotus. 
« O turn, my Siſter! O my beauteous Bride! 


& Thy face o'ercomes me, turn that face aſide. « Ani 
&« How bright thy locks! how well their number paint I m 
The great aſſemblies of my lovely ſaints ! « My 
« So bright the kids, ſo numeroully fed, ll As 
« Graze the green wealth of lofty Gilead's head. The v 
«« How pure thy teeth ! for equal order made, Ane 
* Each anſw'ring each, while all the public aid; «On 
« As when the ſeaſon bids the ſhepherd lave « Anc 


* His ſheep, new ſhorn, within the ſilver wave, 200 
« Waſh'd they return in ſuch unſully'd white, 

«© So march by pairs, and in the flock unite. 

% How ſweet thy temples! not pomegranates know 
& With equal modeſt look to pleaſe and glow. 

6 If Solomon his life of pleaſure leads cf 
& With wives in number and unnumber*d maids, 
«© In other paths my life of pleature ſhown, 

c Admits my love, my undefil'd alone; 

6 Thy mother LIiracl, ſhe, the dame who bore 

6 Her choice, my dove, my ſpotleſs, owns no more; 
«« The Gentile queens at thy appearance cry, 57 


& Hail! Queen of Nations! Hail! the maids reply; MW Still 
6 And thus they fing thy praiſe; What heav'n Pure 

dame Fron 
& Springs like the morning with a purple flame? {In th 
« What rites like the moon with filver light? 700 You 
«© What like the fun aſſiſts the world with fight: So w 
« Yet awful ſtill, tho' thus ſerenely kind, The 
Like hoſts with enſigns rattling in the wind. (Like 
« I grant I left thy fight, I ſeem'd to go; Two 
« But was I abſent when you fancy'd 1. ? like 
& Down to my garden, all my planted vale, 0 ſat 
« Where nuts their ground in underwood conceal, As ! 


« Where blown pomegranatcs there I went to lee, Diff 
% What knitting bloflums white the bearing tree! 5 

« View the green buds, recall the wand'ring thoots, 

« Smell my gay flow'rets, taſte my flavour d fruits, 

« Raile the curl'd vine, refreſh the ſpicy beds, 

« And joy for ev'ry grace my garden ſheds.” 


SOLOMON, 197 

The Saviour here, and here the Church, ariſe; 

« And am I thus reſpected ?“ thus ſhe cries. 590 
« T mount for heav'n tranſported on the winds, 
« My flying chariot's drawn by willing minds.“ 

As rapt with comfort thus the maid withdrew, 

The waiting daughters wonder'd where ſhe flew ; 
And O! return,“ they cry; * for thee we burn, 595 
« 0 maid of Salem! Salem's ſelf, return. | 
And what's in Salem's maid we covet ſo? 

Hear, all ye Nations!—'tis your bliſs below; 

« That glorious viſion by the patriarch ſeen, 

« When ſky-born beauties march'd the ſcented green, 
« There the met ſaints and meeting angels came, 601 
Two lamps of God, Mahanaim was the name.“ 

Again the maid reviews her ſacred ground, 
dolemn ſhe fits, the damſels fing around. 

« O prince's Daughter! how with ſhining ſhow 
Thy golden ſhoes prepare thy feet below 606 
How firm thy joints! what temple-work can be, 

With all its gems and art, preferr'd to thee? 
In thee, to feed thy lover's faithful race, 

Still flow the riches of abounding grace, 610 
Pure, large, retreſhing, as the waters fall 

From the carv'd navels of the ciſtern-wall z 

In thee the lover finds his race divine; 

(You teem with numbers, they with virtues ſhine; 
(So wheat with lilies, if their heaps unite, 615 
The wheat's unnumber'd and the lilies white. 
Like tender roes thy breaſts appear above, 

Two types of innocence and twins of Love: 

Like iv'ry turrets ſeems thy neck to rear, 

O ſacred emblem! upright, firm, and fair! 620 
As Heſhbon pools, which with a ſilver ſtate 
' Diffuſe their waters at their city gate, 

For ever ſo thy virgin eyes remain 
So clear within, and ſo without ſerene. 

As thro' ſweet fir the royal turret ſhows 625 
' Whence Lebanon ſurveys a realm of foes, 

So thro” thy lovely curis appear thy face 
To watch thy foes * guard thy faithful race. 
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198 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
© The richeſt colours flow'ry Carmel wears, 
« Red fillets croſs d with purple braid thy hairs; 6; 
« Yet not more ſtrictly theſe thy locks reſtrain, 
& Than thou thy King wich ſtrong affections chain, 
«© When from his palace he enjoys thy fight, 
© O Love! O Beauty! form'd for all delight. 
« Straight is thy goodly ſtature, firm and high, 6; 
« As palms aſpiring in the brighter tky : 
« Thy breaits the cluſter (it thoſe breaits we view 
« As late for beauty, now for profit too) 
« Woo'd to thine arms, thoſe arms that oft* extend 


« In the kind poſture of a waiting friend; 640 


% Each maid of Salem cries, I'll mount the tree, 

« Hold the broad branches, and depend on thre. 

« O more than grapes thy fruit delights the maids! 
« Thy pleaſing breath excels the citron ſhades; 

«© Thy mouth exceeds rich wine, the words that go 6; 
% From thole ſweet lips with more refreſhment flow; 
« Their pow'rful graces ſlumb'ring ſouls awake, 

« And cauſe the dead that hear thy voice to ſpeak.” 
This anthem ſung, the glorious Spouſe aroſe, 
Yet thus inſtructs the daughters ere the goes. 6; 
& It aught, my Damſels ! in the Spouſe ye find 

« Deſerving praiſes, think the lover kind; 
«© To my Belov'd theſe marriage-robes I owe; 
I'm his deſire, and he would have it io.“ 

Scarce ſpake the Spouſe but ſee the lover near, 6; 
Her humbie temper brought the Preſence here, 
Then rais'd by grace, and ftrongly warmed by love, 
No ſecond languor lets her Lord remove; 

She flies to meet him, zeal ſupplies the wings, 


And thus her haſte to work his will ſhe tings; 66 


% Come, my Beloved! to the fields repair, 
Come where another ſpot demands our care; 

% There in the village we'll to rett recline, 

« Mean as it is I try to make it thine. 

e When the firſt i their cheering crimſon ſhe), 65 
% We'll rife betimd to ſee the vneyard ſpread, 

#* See vines luxuriant verdur'd kaves diſplay, 
Supporting tendrils cupling al. the way, 


65 
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3 
« See young unpurpled grapes in cluſters grow, : 


« And ſmell pomegranate bloſſoms as they blow; 670 


„There will I give my loves, employ my care, 
« And as my labours thrive approve me there: 
« Scarce have we paſs'd my gate the ſcent we meet, 
« My covering jeſſamines diffuſe their ſweet, 
« My ſpicy flow'rets, mingled as they fly, 
« With doubling odours crowd a balmy ſky. 
« Now all the fruits which crown the ſeaſon view, 
« Theſe nearer fruits are old, ard thoſe are new, 
« And theſe, and all of ev'ry loaded tree, 
« My Love! I gather, and reſerve for thee. 
« If then thy Spouſe's lahour pleaſe thee well, 
„Oh! like my brethren with thy ſiſter dwell 
« No blameleſs maid, whoſe fond careſſes meet 
« An infant brother in the public ſtreet, 
« Clings to its lips with leſs reſerve, than I 685 
« Would hang on thine where'er I found thee nigh : 
« No ſhame would make me from thy fide remove, 
« No danger make me not confeſs thy love. 
« Straight to my mother's houſe, thine Iſrael ſhe, 
“( And thou my monarch would arrive with me ;) 
«Tis there I'd lead thee, where I mean to ſtay 691 
« Till thou, by her, inſtruct my foul to pray; 
« There ſhalt thou prove my vitues, drink my wine, 
„And feel my joy to find nie wholly thine. 
« Oh! while my ſoul were fick thro' fond defire, 695 
« Thine hands ſhould hold me leſt my life expire; 
© As round a child the parent's arms are plac':l, 
« This holds the head, and that enfolds the waiſt.“ 
« So caſt thy cares on me,“ the Lover cry'd ; 
« Lean to my boſom, lean, my lovely Bride 
& And now, ye Daughters of the realm of Bliſs ! 
« Let nothing diſcompoſe a love like this, 
* But guard her reſt from each approach of ill; 
% caus'd her languor, guard her while ſhe will.““ 
Here pauſe the lines, but ſoon the lines renew; 705 
Once more the pair celeſtial come to view. 
Ah! ſeek them once, my raviſh'd Fancy! more, 
And then thy Songs of Solomon are o'er 5 


675 


639 


700 


- * — — —— —ä—j — * 
— — 
£ — 


—— — — — 


* 
— . — —— 
— — — — 
. = 


th. 


; 
1 


4 


rn 
2 Wn . 
2. %. 


— 
— > 


— 


» 
— . — * 2 
. — — — "<a + ao 
— — ö 
. X a 


200 PARNELL's POEMS. 
By yon? green bank purſue their orb of light, 
The ſun ſhines out, but ſhines not half ſo bright; 710 
See Salem's maids in white attend the King, 
They greet the Spouſes—hark to what they ſing. 
«© Who from the deſert, where the wand'ring clouds 
High Sinai pierces, comes involv'd in crowds ? 
* *Tis ſhe, the Spouſe! Oh! favour'd o'er the reſt, 715 
c Who walks reclin'd by ſuch a lover's breaſt.” 
The Spoule, rejoicing, heard the kind ſalute, 
And thus addreſs'd him—all the reſt were mute: 
« Beneath the law, our goodly parent tree, 
fe ] went, my muchBelov'd ! in ſearch of thee; 720 
« For thee like one in pangs of travail ſtrove, 
Hence none may wonder if I gain thy love. 
£ As ſeals their pictures to the wax impart, 
« So let my picture ſtamp thy gentle heart; 
te As fix'd the ſignets on our hands remain, 
So fix me thine, and ne'er to part again: 
« For Love is ſtrong as Death, whene'er they ſtrike, 
« Alike imperious, vainly check'd alike: 
«« Both dread to loſe, Love, mix'd with jealous dread, 
«« As ſoon the marble tomb reſigns the dead; 730 
Its fatal arrows fiery-pointed tall, 
4 The fire intenſe, and thine the moſt of all; 
« To ſlack the points no chilling floods are found; 
& Nay, ſhould afflictions roll like floods around, 
c Were wealth of nations offer'd, all wou'd prove 735 
« Too {mall a danger, or a price tor love. 
« If then with love this world of worth agree, 
« With ſoft regard our little ſiſter ſee, 
«« How far unapt as yet, like maids that own 
« No breaſts at all, or breaſts but hardly grown. 749 
Her part of prolelyte is ſcarce a part, 
« Too much a Gentile at her erring heart; 
Her day draws nearer ; what have we to do 
6 Leſt the be atk'd, and prove unworthy too?“ 
« Deſpair not, Spouſe!' he cries, „ we'll find the 
means; 745 
Her good beginnings aſk the greater pains : 


725 


he 


SOLOMON, 202 
Let her but ftand ſhe thrives: a wall too low 
Is not rejected for the ſtanding io: 
« What falls is only loſt : we'll build her high, 
« Till the rich palace glitters in the (ky. 750 
The door that's weak, (what need we jpare the coſt?) 
« If *tis a door, we need not think it loſt ; 
« The leaves the brings us, if thoſe leaves he good, 
© We'll cloſe in cedar's uncorrupting wood.“ 

Rapt with the news, the Spouſe converts her eyes, 785 
« And, oh! Companions !“ to the maids the cries, 
« What joys are ours, to hail the nuptial day 
Which calls our fifter !-—Hark, I hear ber ſay, 
« Yes, I'm a wall: lo! ſhe that boaſted none, 
« Now boaſts of breaſts unmeaſurably grown; 750 
« Large tow'ry buildings, where ſecurely reits | 
« A thouſand thouſand of my lover's gueſts ; 
„The valt increaſe affords his heart delight, 
« And I find favour in his heav'nly ſight.” 
The lover here, to make her rapture lat, 765 
Thus adds aſſurance to the promiſe paſt. 

„ A ſpacious vineyard in Baal. Hamon vale, 
« The vintage ſet by Solomon to fale, 
“His keepers took, and ev*ry keeper paid 
& A thouſand purſes for the gains he made, 770 
* And I've a vinage too; his vintage bleeds 
« A large increaſe, but my return exceeds. 
Let Solomon receive his keepers” pay, 
* He gains his thouſand, their two hundred they z 
Mine is mine own, 'tis in my preſence ſtill, 715 
* And ſhall increaſe the more the more ſhe will. 

„My Love! my Vineyard! Oh the future ſhoots 
„Which fill my garden-rows with ſacred fruits! 

„ ſaw the liſt'ning maids attend thy voice, 

„And in their liſt' ning ſaw their eyes rejoice; 780 
A due ſucceſs thy words of comfort met, 

* Now turn to me—'tis 1 would hear thee yet. 

"Say, Deve! and Spotleſs! for I muſt away 

Say, Spouſe! and Siſter ! all you wifh to ſay.” 

He ſpake, the place was bright with lambent fire, 785 
(But what is brightneſs if the Chriſt retire?) 
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202 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
Gold-bord'ring purple mark'd his road in air, 
And kneeling all, the Spouſe addreſs'd the pray'r: 

« Deſire of Nations l if thou muſt be gone, 
cc Accept our wiſhes all compris'd in one; 794 
« We wait thine advent; oh! we long to ſee, 
* IT and my ſiſter, both as one in thee. 
c Then leave thy heav'n, and come and dwell below 


HUS 
Fro 


Ind nos 


c Why faid I leave ?—'tis heav'n where'er you go. Wroad b 
** Haſte, my Belov'd | thy promiſe haſte to crown; 9% Leba 
„The form thou'lt honour waits thy coming down; ince I 
© Nor let ſuch ſwiftneſs in the roes be ſhown Swift 
©& To fave themſelves, as thine to ſave thine own. wilde 
© Haſte like the nimbleſt harts, that lightly bound ide fe 
* Before the ſtretches of the ſwifteſt hound, god ito 
“% With reaching feet devour a level way, hen ge 
** Acroſs their backs their branching antlers lay, he pre 
In the cool dews their bending body ply, e ſees 
# And bruſh the ſpicy mountains as they fly.“ Sof pays 
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JONAH. 
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HUS ſung the king Some angel reach a bough 
From Eden's tree to crown the wiſeſt brow, 
„ud now, thou faireſt garden ever made, 
Broad banks of ſpices, bloſſom'd walks of ſhade, 
Lebanon! where much I love to dwell, 5 
fince I muſt leave thee, Lebanon! farewell. 
Swift from my ſoul the fair idea flies, 
wilder fight the changing ſcene ſupplies : 
ide feas come rolling to my future page, 
Ind ftorms ſtand ready when I call to rage. 10 
hen go where Joppa crowns the winding ſhore, 
be prophet Jonah juſt arrives before; 
He fees a ſhip unmooring, ſoft the gales, 
e pays, and enters, and the veſſel ſails, 
Ah! wouldft thou fly thy God? Raſh man, forbear; 
bat land ſo diſtant but thy God is there? 16 
hat Reaſon! ceaſe thy voice.—They run the deep, 
\nd the tir'd prophet lays his limbs to fleep. 
ere God ſpeaks louder, ſends a ſtorm to ſea, 
he clouds remove to give the vengeance way; 20 
Strong blaſts come whiſtling, by degrees they roar, 
and ſhove big ſurges tumbling on to ſhore ; 
he veſſel bounds, then rolls, and ev*ry blaſt 
Vorks hard to tear her by the groaning malt ; 
he ſailors, doubling all their thouts and cares, 25 
url the white canvas, and caſt forth the wares 
ach ſeeks the god their native regions own ; 
In vain they feek them, for thole gods were none: 
Yet Jonah ſlept the while, who ſolely knew, 
ln all that number, where to find the true: 30 
To whom the pilot; „Sleeper ! riſe and pray; 
Our gods are deaf; may thine do more than they.“ 
But thus the reſt; * Perhaps we watt a toe 
To Heav'n itielf, and that's our cauſe of woe; 
„Let's ſeek by lots, if Heav'n be pleas'd to tell,“ 
aud what they ſought by lots on Jonah tell. 36 
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204 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
« Then whence he came, and who, and what, and 
why?“ 

Thus rag'd the tempeſt, all confus'dly cry; 

Each preſs'd in hatte to get his queltion heard, 

When Jonah {tops them with a grave regard. 4 
&« An Hebrew man you fee, who God revere; 

« He made this world, and makes this world his care: 

« His the whirl'd ſky, theſe waves that lift their head 

« And his yon” land on which you long to tread ; 

« He charg'd me late to Nineveh repair, 45 Low bl: 

« And to their face denounce his ſentence there, Thick | 

Go, ſaid the viſion, Prophet, preach to all, Loud th 

« Yet forty days, and Nineveh ſhall fall. A dread 

«« But well I knew him gracious to forgive, And hi; 

« And much my zeal abhorr'd the bad ſhould live,; Then 

« And if they turn they live; then what were I Who 

« But ſome falſe prophet when they fail to die? From 
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« Or what, I fancy'd, had the Gentiles, too, To u 
«« With Hebrew prophets, and their God, to do? In all 
4% Drawn by the wiltul thoughts my foil J run, 99 And 
« J fled his preſence, and the work's undone.” This 
The ſtorm increaſes as the prophet ſpeaks, [urge 
O'er the toſs'd ſhip a foaming billow breaks, hen ſt 
She riſes pendent on the lifted waves, he rai 
And thence deſcries a thouſand wat*ry graves, 6 be clc 
Then downward ruſhing, wat*ry mountains hide ro” e 
Her bulk beneath in deaths on ev'ry fide. be lee 
4 O!“ cry the ſailors all, “ thy tact was ill; | whil 
« Yet, it a prophet, ſpeak thy Maſter's will; \ grad 
« What part is ours with thee? can aught remain 6g nd la} 
« To bring the bleſſings of a calm again?“ Ute 110 
Then Jonah—* Mine's the death will beſt atone, nd m 

« (And God is pleas'd that I pronounce my own.) MW.” t 
&«& Ariſe, and caſt me forth; the wind will ceaſe, nen f. 
4 The {ca ſubſiding wear the looks of peace, 7080 
4 And you ſecurely ſteer; for well I ſee nd th 
6 Myſelf the criminal, the ſtorm for me.“ Blels 
Yet pity moves for one that owns a blame, - V\ 
benen 


And awe reſulting from a prophet's name; 
' MIOKI 


JONAH. 205 
Love pleads, he kindly meant for them to die, 75 
Fears plead againſt him, left they power defy : 
f then to aid the flight abets the fin, 
They think to land him where they took him in: 
Pcrhaps to quit the cauſe might end the woe, 
And God appealing, let the veſlel go, 8 
For this they fix their oars, and ſtrike the main, 
But God withſtands them, and they ſtrike in vain, 
The ſtorm increaſes more with want of light; 
Low black'ning clouds involve the ſhip in night; 
Thick hatt 'i ing rains fly thro* the driving ſkies; 35 
Loud thunder bellows, darted lightning flies; 
A dreadful picture night- born Horror drew, 
And his or theirs, or both their fates, they view. 
Then thus to God they cry; “ Almighty Pow'r, 
« Whom we ne'er knew till this deſpairing hour, 90 
From this devoted blood thy ſervants tree; | 
To us he's innocent, if ſo to thee 
In all the paſt we fee thy wondrous hand, 
And that he periſh think it thy command,” 
This prayer performed, they caſt the prophet over, 
lurge receives him, and he mounts no more; 35 
hen ſtills the thunder, ceaſe the flames of blue, 
be rains abated, and the winds withdrew, 
e clouds ride off, and, as they march away, 
hro? ev'ry breaking ſhoots a cheerful day; 100 
he ſea, which rag*d fo loud, accepts the prize; 
while it rolls, then all the tempeſt dies; 
by gradual ſinking flat the ſurſace grows, 
6a late the veſſel with the ſailors goes. 
Ihe lion thus, that bounds the fences o'er, 105 
ind makes the mountain-echoes learn to roar, 
| on the lawn a branching deer he rend, 
hen falls his hunger, all his roarings end; 
lurmering awhile, to reſt his limbs he lays, 
nd the freed lawn enjoys its herd at eaſe. 110 
Blelsd with the ſudden calm, the ſailors own 
tat wretched Jonah worſhipp'd right alone, 
ien make their yows, the victim-theep prepare, 
N0:zn the prophet, ard the God icveix. 
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206 PARNELUI's POEMS. 
Now, tho? you fear to loſe the pow'r to breathe; 
Now tho? you tremble, Fancy! dive beneath; 11 

What worlds of wonders in the deep are ſeen, 

But this the greateſit—Jonah lives within! 

'The man who fondly fled the Maker's view, 
Strange as the crime has found a dungeon too. 120 
God tent a monſter of the frothing ſea, 

Fit by the bulk, to gorge the living prey, 

And lodge him til] alive; this hulk receives 

The falling prophet as he daſh'd the waves: 

There newly wak'd, from fancy'd death he lies, 12 
And oft? again in apprehenſion dies, 

While three long days and nights depriv'd of ſleep, 
He turn'd and toſs'd him up and down: the deep; 
He thinks the judgment of the ſtrangeſt kind, 

And much he wonders what the Lord deſign'd; 11 
Yet ſince he lives, the gitt of life he weighs, 
That's time for pray*r, and thus a ground tor prailc 
&«& From the dark entrails of the whale to thee, 

«© (This new contrivance of a hell to me,) 

«& To thee, my God! I cry'd; my full diſtreſs 13 
« Piere*'d thy kind ear, and brought my foul redrcl; 
4 Caſt to the deep, I tell by thy command, 

« Caſt in the midit beyond the reach of land ; 

«© 'Then to the midſt brought down, the ſeas abide 
«© Beneath my feet, the ſeas on ev*ry ide; 14 
In ſtorms the billow, and in calms the wave, 

« Are moving cov'rings to my wand'ring grave. 

« Forc'd by deſpair I cry'd, how to my coſt 

cc IT fled thy prelence, oh! for ever loſt! 

6 But hope revives my ſoul, and makes me ſay, 1! 
& Yet tow'rds thy temple ſhall I turn and pray; 

&« Or if I know not here where Salem lies, 

4 Thy Temple's heav'n, and faith has inward eyes. 
4 Alas! the waters which my whale ſurround 

« Have thro! my ſorrowing ſoul a paſſage found; 
« And now the dungeon moves, new depths I try, 
« New thoughts of danger all his paths ſupply. 

« The laſt of deeps affords the laſt of dread, 


„And wraps his funeral weeds around my head 
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JONAH. 207 
u Now oder the ſand his rollings ſeem to go, 155 
« Where the big mountains root their bale below; 
« And now to rocks and clefts their courſe they take, 
“ Earth's endleſs bars, too ſtrong for me to break: 
(vet from th* abyſs, my God! thy grace divine 
„ Hath call'd him upward, and my lite is mine. 160 
= Wl © Still as I toſs'd, I ſcarce retain'd my breath; 
My ſoul was fick within, and faint to death. 
ewas then I thought of thee, for pity pray'd, 
And to thy temple flew the pray'rs I made. 
The men whom lying vanity enſnares i6g 
« Forlake thy mercy, that which might be theirs ; 
But I will pay—My God! my King! receive 
\ % The ſolemn vows my full affection gave, 
When in the temple for a pſalm I ſing 
; % Salvation only from my God, my King.“ 170 
Thus ends the prophet, firſt from Canaan ſent 
To let the Gentiles know they mult repent : 
God hears and ſpeaks ;z the whale at God's command 
— WW Heaves to the light, and caſts him forth to land, 
S With long fatigue, with unexpected eaſe, 175 
Oppreſs*d a while, he lies aſide the ſeas; , 
His eyes, tho? glad, in ſtrange aſtoniſh'd way 
dtare at the golden front of cheerful Day; 
Then, ſlowly rais'd, he ſees the wonder plain, 
And what he pray'd he wrote to ling again. 180 
The ſong recorded brings his vow to mind, 
He muſt be thankful, for the Lord was kind; 
straight to the work he ſhunn'd he flies in haſte, 
(That ſeems his vow, or ſeems a part at leaſt,) 
Preaching he comes, and thus denounc'd to all, 185 
Yet forty days, and Nineveh ſhall fall; | 
Fear ſeiz d the Gentiles, Nineveh believes, 
All faſt with penitence, and God forgives. 
Nor yet of uſe the prophet's ſuff ring fails; 
Hell's deep black boſom more than ſhews the whales : 
But ſome reſemblance brings a type to view z 191 
The place was dark, the time proportion'd too. 
* A race,“ the Saviour cries, “ a ſinful race, 
Tempts for a ſign the pow'rs of heav'nly grace; 
| 8 2 | 
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208 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
« And let them take the ſign; As Jonah lay 195 
“ Three days and nights within the fiſh of prey, 
& So ſhall the Son of man deſcend below, 
« Earth's op'ning entrails ſhall retain him ſo.““ 

My Soul! now ſeek the ſong, and find me there 
What Heaven has ſhewn thee to repel deſpair. 2co 
See where from hell ſhe breaks the crumbling ground, 
Her hairs ftand upright, and they ſtare around ; 

Her horrid front deep-trenching wrinkles trace, 
Lean ſharp*'ning looks detorm her livid face; 

Bent lie the brows, and at the bend below 205 
With fire and blood two wand'ring eye-balls glow : 
Fill'd are her arms with num*rous aids to kill, 

And God ſhe fancies but the Judge of ill. 

Oh, fair-ey'd Hope ! thou ſce*it the paſſion nigh, 
Daughter of Promiſe, oh! forbear to fly; 210 
Aſſurance holds thee, Fear would have thee go, 
Cloſe thy blue wings, and ſtand thy deadly toe 
The Judge of ill is ſtill the Lord of grace, 

As ſuch behold him in the prophet's caſe, 

Caſt to be drown'd, devour'd within the ſea, 215 
Sunk to the deep, and yet reſtor*d to day, 

Oh, love the Lord, my Soul! whoſe parent care 

So rules the world he puniſhes to ſpare. 

If heavy grief my downcalt heart opprels, 

My body danger, or my ſtate diſtreſs, 220 
With low ſubmiſhon in thy temper bow, 

Like Jonah pray, like Jonah make thy vow ; 

With hopes of comfort kiſs the chaſt'ning rod, 

And, ſhunning mad deſpair, repoſe in God ; 

Then whatſo'er the prophet*s vow deſign, 
Repentance, thanks, and charity, be mine, 2:4 


—— — 
HEZEKIAH. 


FROM the bleak beach, and broad expanſe of ſea, 
To lofty Salem, Thought! direct thy way, 

Mount thy hight chariot, move along the plains, 

And end thy flight when Hezekiah reigns. 

How iwittly 'Thought has paſs'd from land to land, 
And quite outrun Time's meas'ring glaſs of ſand! 6 
Great Salem's walls appear, and I refort 
To view the ſtate of Hezekiah's court. 

Well may that king a pious verſe inſpire, 

Who cleans'd the Temple, who reviv'd the choir, 10 
Pleas*d with the ſervice David fix'd before, 

That heav*nly muſic might on earth adore. 

Deep-rob'd in white he made the Levites ſtand, 

With cymbals, harps, and pſalt'ries in their hand; 
He gave the prieſts their trumpets, prompt to raile 15 
The tuneful foul by force of ſound to praiſe : | 
A ſkilful maſter for the ſong he choſe, 

The ſongs were David's theſe, and Aſaph's thoſe ; 
Then burns their off ring, all around rejoice, 

Each tunes his inſtrument to join the voice; 29 
The trumpets ſounded, and the fingers ſung, 

The people worſhipp'd, and the Temple rung: 

Each, while the victim burns, preſents his heart, 
Then the prieſt bleſſes, and the people part. 

Hail, ſacred Muſic ! ſince you know to draw 25 
The ſoul to heav'n, the ſpirit to the law, | 
I come to prove thy force; thy warbling ſtring 
May tune my foul to write what others ſing. 

But is this Salem? this the promis'd bliſs, 

Theſe ſighs and groans? what means the realm by 
this ? | Q 

What ſolemn ſorrow dwells in ev*ry ftreet ! a 

What fear confounds the downcaſt looks I meet! 

Alas, the King! Whole nations fink with woe 

When righteous kings are ſummon'd hence to go. 


S 3 


— 


216 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
The King lies ſick, and thus to ſpeak his doom 4; 
The prophet, grave Ilaiah, ſtalks the room: 
4 Oh, Prince! thy ſervant, ſent from God, believe; 
& Set all in order, for thou can'ſt not live.“ 
Solemn he ſaid, and ſighing left the place; 
Deep prints of horror furrow'd ev'ry face, 49 
Within their minds appear eternal glooms, 
Black gaping marbles of their monarchs? tombs ; 
A king belov'd deceas'd, his offspring none, 
And wars deſtructive ere they fix the throne. 
Straight to the wall he turn'd with dark deſpair, 45 
(Twas tow'rds the Temple, or for private pray'r,) 
And thus to God the pious monarch ſpoke, 
Who burn'd the groves, the brazen ſerpent broke; 
« Remember, Lord ! with what a heart for right, 
% What care for truth, I walk'd within thy fight.” : 


*Twas thus with terror, pray'rs, and tears, he 


toſs'd, 
When the mid- court the grave Iſaiah croſs'd, 
Whom, in the cedar columns of the ſquare, 
Meets a ſweet angel hung in glitt'ring air: 


Seiz'd with a trance he ſtopp'd ; before his eye $5 


Clears a rais'd arch of viſionary ſky, 
Where, as a minute paſs'd, the greater light 
Purpling appear'd, and ſouth'd and let in night 
A moon ſucceeding leads the ſtarry train, 


She glides, and ſinks her fiiver horns again: 69 


A ſecond fancy'd morning drives the ſhades ; 
Clos'd by the dark the ſecond ev'ning fades; 

The third bright dawn awakes, and ſtraight he ſecs 
The Temple riſe, the monarch on his knees. 


Pleas'd with the ſcene, his inward thoughts rejoice, 6 


When thus the guardian angel form'd a voice: 

„% Now tow'rds the captain of my people go, 

& And, Seer! relate him what thy viſions ſhow 

& The Lord has heard his words, and ſeen his tears, 

And thro? fitteen extends his future years.“ 7 
Here to the room, prepar'd with diſmal black, 

The prophet turning, brought the comfort back. 


tv 
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HEZEKIAH. TT 
«© Oh, Monarch, hail!” he cry'd; © thy words are 
heard, : 
« Thy virtuous actions meet a kind regard; 
« God gives thee fifteen years; when thrice a-day 75 
« Shews the round ſun, within the Temple pray.“ 
«© When thrice the day!“ ſurpris'd, the monarch 
cries, 
« When thrice the ſun ! what pow'r have I to riſe! 
« But if thy comfort's human or divine, 
« *Tis ſhort to prove it—give thy prince a ſign.”* 80 
% Behold,” the prophet cry'd (and ſtretch'd his hands) 
« Againſt yon” Eues where the dial ſtands, 
« Now ſhall the ſun a backward journey go 
« Thro' ten drawn lines, or leap to ten below.“ 
«Tis eaſier poſting Nature's airy track, 85 
Replies the monarch ; “ Let the ſun go back.“ 
Attentive here he gaz d, the prophet pray'd, 
Back went the ſun, and back purſu'd the ſhade. 
Cheer'd by the ſign, and by the prophet heal'd, 
What ſacred thanks his gratitude reveal'd ! 90 
As ſickly ſwallows, when a ſummer ends, 
Who miſs'd the paſſage with their flying friends, 
Take to a wall, there lean the languid head, 
While all who find them think the ſleepers dead, 
If yet their warmth new days of ſummer bring, 93 
They wake, and joyful flutter up to ſing ; 
So far'd the monarch ſick to death he lay, 
His court deſpair'd, and watch'd the laſt decay 
At length new favour ſhines, new life he gains, 
And rais'd he ſings *tis thus the ſong remains: 100 
« I ſaid, my God! when in the loath'd diſeaſe 
e Thy prophet's words cut off my future days, 
% Now to the grave with mourntul haſte 1 go, 
© Now Death unbars his fable gates below. 
% How might my years by courle of nature laſt? 105 
“ But thou pronounc'd it, and the protpect paſt, 
“J ſaid, my God! thy ſervant now no more 
“Shall in thy Temple's ſacred courts adore ; 
* No more on earth with living man converte, 
* Shrunk in a cold uncomtortable herſe. 


212 PARNELL'Ss POEMS} 

$ My life, like tents which wand'ring ſhepherds raiſe, 

& Proves a ſhort dwelling, and removes at eaſe. 

« My fins purſue me; ſee the deadly band; 

«© My God, who ſees them, cuts me from the land 

& As when a weaver finds his labour ſped, 115 

« Swift from the beam he parts the faſt'ning thread; 

« With pining ſickneſs all from night to day, 

« From day to night, he makes my ſtrength decay; 

« Reck*ning the time, I roll with reſtleſs groans, 

« Till with a lion's force he cruſh my bones; 120 

New morning dawns, but, like the morning paſt, 

« *Tis day, *tis night, and ſtill my ſorrows laſt. 

& Now ſcreaming like the crane my words I ſpoke, 

« Now like the ſwallow, chatt'ring, quick, and broke; 

e Now like the doleful dove, when on the plains 125 

«« Her mourning tone affe&ts the liſt'ning ſwains, 

4 To heav'n for aid my wearying eyes I throw, 

«« At length they're weary'd quite, and ſink with woe; 

« From Death's arreſt for ſome delays I ſue, 

6 Thou, Lord! whojudg'd me, thou repriev'd me too. 
« Rapture of joy! what can thy ſervant ſay? 131 

« He ſent his prophet to prolong my day; 

4 Thro' my glad limbs I feel the wonder run, 

« Thus ſaid the Lord, and this himſelf has done. 

& Soft ſhall I walk, and, well ſecur'd from fears, 135 

t Poſſeſs the comforts of my future years. 

« Keep ſoft my heart, keep humble while they roll, 

« Nor er forget my bitterneſs of ſoul. | 

« *Tis by the means thy ſacred words ſupply 

e That mankind live, but in peculiar I: 140 

« A ſecond grant thy mercy pleas'd to give, 

« And my rais'd ſpirits doubly ſeem to live. 

« Behold the time! when peace adorn'd my reign, 

« Twas then I felt my ſtroke of humbling pain 

Corruption dug her pit, I fear'd to ſink, 145 

& God lov'd my ſoul, and ſnatch'd me from the brink; 

« He turn'd my follies from his gracious eye, 

« As men who pals accounts, and caſt them by. 
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ce What mouth has Death which can thy praiſe pro- 


claim ? 
« What tongue the Grave, to ſpeak thy glorious name ? 
« Or will the ſenſeleſs dead exult with mirth, 151 


%Mov'd to their hope by promiſes on earth? 
« The living, Lord! the living only praiſe, 
The living only fit to ſing thy lays ; 
„ Theſe feel thy favours, theſe thy Temple ſee, 155 
„ Theſe raiſe the ſong, as I this day, to thee; 
Nor will thy truth the preſent only reach, 
„This the good fathers ſhall their offspring teach, 
Report the bleſſings which adorn my page, 
And hand their own with mine from age to age. 
&« So when the Maker heard his creature crave, 16m 
« So kindly roſe his ready will to ſave. 
« Then march we ſolemn tow'rds the Temple door, 
© While all our joyful mulic ſounds before 
i There on this day thro' all my life appear, 165 
When this comes round in each returning year 
There ſtrike the ſtrings, our voices jointly raiſe, 
& And let his dwellings hear my ſongs of praiſe.” 
Thus wrote the monarch, and I'Il think the lay 
Deſign'd for public when he went to pray 170 
I'll think the perfect compoſition runs, 
Perform'd by Heman's or Jeduthan's ſons. 
Then fince the time arrives the ſcer foretold, 
And the third morning rolls an orb of gold, 
With thankful zeal recover'd, Prince! prepare 175 
To lead thy nation to the dome of pray' r. 
My Fancy takes her chariot once again, 
Moves the rich wheels, and mingles in thy train; 
dhe ſees the fingers reach Moriah's hill, 
The minſtrels tollow, then the porches fill ; 180 
She wakes the num' rous inſtruments of art, 
That each perform its own adapted part; 
Seeks airs expreſſive of thy grateful ſtrains, 
And liſt'ning hears the vary'd tune ſhe feigns. 
From a grave pitch to ſpeak the monarch's woe, 185 
The notes flow down, and deeply ſound below, 
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All long- continuing, while depriv'd of eaſe 
He rolls for tedious nights and heavy days. 
Here intermix*d with diſcord, when the crans 
Screams in the notes thro? ſharper ſenſe of pain; 199 
There run with deſcant on, and taught to ſhake 
When pangs repeated force the voice to break; 
Now like the dove they murmer, till in ſighs 
They fall, and languiſh with the failing eyes: 
Then ſlowly flack*ning, to ſurpriſe the more, 195 
From a dead paule his exclamations ſoar ; 
To meet briſk Health the notes aſcending fly, 
Live with the living, and exult on high: 
Yet ſtill diſtin& in parts the muſic plays, 
Till prince and people both are call'd to praiſe z 200 
Then all uniting ſtrongly ſtrike the ſtring, 
Put forth their utmoſt breath, and loudly ſing; 
The wide-ſpread chorus fills the ſacred ground, 
And holy tranſport ſcales the clouds with ſound. 

Or thus, or livelier, if their hand and voice 20g 
Join'd the good anthem, might the realm rejoice. 

This ſtory known, the learn'd Chaldeans came, 
Drawn by the ſign obſerv'd, or mov'd by fame; 
Theſe aſk the fact for Hezekiah done, 

And much they wonder at their god the ſun, 210 
That thrice he drove, thro* one extent of day, 

His gold- nod horſes in ethereal way; 

Then vainly ground their gueſs on Nature's laws; 
The ſoundeſt knowledge owns a greater cauſe. 

Faith knows the fact tranſcends, and bids me find 
What help for practice here incites the mind; 216 
Straight to the ſong, the thankful ſong, I move; 
May ſuch the voice of ev'ry creature prove, 

If ev'ry creature meets its ſhare of woe, 

And for kind reſcues ev'ry creature owe; 220 
In public ſo thy Maker's praiſe proclaim, 

Nor what you begg'd with tears conceal with ſhame. 

*Tis there the miniſtry thy name repeat, | 
And tell what mercies were vouchlaf*d of late, 

Then joins the church, and begs thro' all our days 223 
Not only with our lips but lives to praiſe. | 
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Tis there our foy*reigns for a ſingle day 

The feaſt proclaim'd, their ſignal thanks repay : 

0'er the long ſtreets we ſee the chariots wheel, 


And, following, think of Hezekiah till ; 230 


In the bleſs d dome we meet the white-rob'd choir; 
In whoſe ſweet notes our raviſh'd ſouls aſpire; 
Side anſw*ring fide, we hear and bear a part, 
All warm'd with language from the grateful heart; 
Or raiſe the ſong, where meeting keys rejoice, 235 
And teach the baſe to wed the treble voice; 
Arts ſoft'ning echoes in the muſic ſound; 
And anſw'ring natures from the roof rebound. 
Here cloſe, my Verſe! the ſervice aſks no more 


Bleſs thy good God, and give the tranſport o'er. 240 


on * — — — * 0 th 1 
— — 
— . Tee PRICE IN 
_ - | << — — = — 


=” "T7 


= 
- — — 


— . a4 * 


— 


— —ÿ‚—2ůꝛ 
po ge — 
C 663 


——àV—— — ſ— ——— ꝓ — — 


HABAKKUK. Lead 


& Deric 

Yet | 

N OW leave the porch, to viſion now retreat, And 
Where the next rapture glows with varying heat Ml © A 


Now change the time, and change the Temple ſcene, Sup: 


The following ſeer forewarns a future reign. And 
To ſome retirement where the prophets' ſons pet 
Indulge their holy flight my fancy runs; Shall 
Some lacred college, built for praiſe and pray'r, 'Prav 
And heav'nly dream, ſhe ſeeks Habakkuk there, 'As v 
Perhaps tis there he moans the nation's fin, How 
Hears the word come, or feels the fit within; 10 T 
Or ſces the viſion fram'd with angels? hands, And 
And dreads the judgments of revolted lands; Thy 
Or holds a converſe if the Lord appear, Wai 
And, like Elijah, wraps his face for fear: Tis 
This deep receſs portends an act of weight, 15 And 
A meſſage lab'ring with the work of Fate. The 


Ceaſ 
Here 
breat 
he ſee 
ly the 
His 


Methinks the ſkies have loſt their lovely blue, 
A ſtorm rides fiery, thick the clouds enſue. 
Falln to the ground, with proftrate face I lie, 
Oh! *twere the ſame in this to gaze and die. 20 
But hark, the prophet's voice ! my pray'rs complain 
Of labour ſpent, of preaching urg'd in vain. 


And muſt, my God! thy ſorrowing ſervant (till le brin 
Quit my lone joys to walk this world of ill, Ws hat 
Where ſpoiling rages, ſtrife and wrong command, 25] tal 
And the flack'd laws no longer curb the land? oth fc 


nroll'. 
Ind ay 
hile | 
Arri' 
le fix 
was 
Hab: 
For N 
The 
Next 
vas 


At this a ſtrange and more than human ſound 

Thus breaks the cloud, and daunts the trembling 
ground: 
4% Bchold, ye Gentiles! wond'ring all behold, 
« What ſcarce ye credit the' the work be told, 30 
« For, lo! the proud Chaldean troops I raiſe, 
To march the breadth, and all the region ſeize, 
«« Fierce as the prowling wolves at cloſe of day, 
« And ſwift as eagles in purſuit of prey: 
« As eaſtern winds to blaſt the ſeaſon blow, 33 
«« For blood and rapine flies the dreadful foe, 
I 
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Leads the ſad captives countleſs as the ſand, 

& Derides the princes, and deftroys the land; 

Vet theſe triumphant grown offend me more, 

And only thank the gods they choſe before.“ 40 
« Art thou not Holieſt !'* here the prophet cries, 
(Supreme, Eternal, of the pureſt eyes ? 
And ſhall thoſe eyes the wicked realms regard, 
Their crimes be great, yet vict'ry their reward? 
Shall theſe ſtill ravage more and more to reign, 45 
'Draw the full net, and caſt to fill again? 
(As watchmen filent fit, I wait to lee 
How ſolves my doubt, what ſpeaks the Lord to me.“ 
© Then go," the Lord replies, “ ſuſpend thy tears, 
And write the viſion for a term of years. 50 
Thy foes will feel their turn when thoſe are paſt: 
(Wait, tho? it tarry; ſure it comes at laſt. 

'Tis for their rapine, luſts, and thirſt of blood, 
„And all their unprotecting gods of wood: 
The Lord is preſent on his ſacred hill; 55 
Ceaſe thy weak doubts, and let the world be ſtill.““ 
Here Terror leaves me with exalted head, 
breathe fine air, and find the viſion fled ; 

he ſeer withdrawn, inſpir'd, and urg'd to write, 
the warm influence of the ſacred hight. 60 
His writing finiſh'd, prophet-like array d, 
le brings the burthen on the region laid; 
lis hands a tablet and a volume bear; 
lie tablet threat'nings, and the volume pray*r 
oth for the Temple, where, to ſhun decay, 65 
iroll'd the works of Inſpiration lay; _ 
nd awful oft' he ſtops, or marches ſlow, 

hile the dull'd nation hears him preach their woe. 
Arriv'd at length, with grave concern for all, 
le fix*d his table on the ſacred wall. 70 
was large inſcrib'd, that thoſe who run might read, 
Habakkuk's burthen by the Lord decreed 
kor Judah's ſins her empire is no more, 

The fierce Chaldeans bathe her realm in gore,” 
Next to the prieſt his volume he reſign'd 75 
vas pray'r with praiſes mix'd, to raile the mind; 
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»Twas facts recounted which their fathers knew, 
"Twas pow'r in wonders manifeſt to view; 
»Twas comfort rais'd on love alreatly paſt, 
And hope that former love returns at laſt. 80 
The prieſts within the propheſy convey'd, 
The ſingers' tunes to join his anthem made: 
Hcar and attend the words; and, holy Thou! 
That help'd the prophet, help the poet now. 
«« O Lord! who rules the world, with mortal car ? 
«© T've heard thy judgments, and I ſhake for tear, 
«« O Lord! by whom their number'd years we find, 
« E'en in the midſt receive the drooping mind; 
« E*en in the midft thou canſt—then make it known 
£ Thy love, thy will, thy pow'r, to ſave thine own. 
«© Remember mercy tho' thine anger burn, 9 
«© And ſoon to Salem bid thy flock return. 
« O Lord! who gav'ſt it with an outſtretch'd hand, 
«© We well remember how thou gav'ſt the land. 
& God came from Teman ; ſouthward ſprung th 
flame z 6 
& From Paron mount the One that's holy came; 
« Aglitt'ring glory made the deſert blaze, 
« High heav'n was cover'd, earth was fill'd with praile 
4 Dazzling the brightneſs, not the tun ſo bright, 
«« *T'was here the pure ſubſtantial fount of light 10 
« Shot from his hand and fide in golden ſtreams, 
„Came forward effluent horny-pointed beams: 
« Thus ſhone his coming as ſublimely fair 
6 As bounded Nature has been fram'd to, bear; 
Rut all his further marks of grandeur hid, 10 


Nor what he could was known, but what he did: 


„% Dire plagues before him ran at his command, 
« To walte the nations in the Promis'd Land; 
« A {corching flame went forth whereer he trod, 

« And burning tevers were the coals ot God; 11 
« Fix'd on the mount he ſtood, his meas'ring reed 
« Marks the rich realms for Jacob's ſced decreed; 
4% He looks with anger, and the nations fly 
„From the acrce ſparklings of his dreadful eye; 


11 
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He turns, the mountain ſhakes its awful brow 115 
« Awful he turns, and hills eternal bow. 

« How glory there, how terror here, diſplays 

His great, unknown, yet everlaſting ways! 

„ {ce the fable tents along the ſtrand 
« Where Cuſhan wander'd deſolately ftand, 120 
„And Midian's high pavilions ſhake with dread, 
While the tam'd ſeas thy reicu'd nation tread, 
What burſt the path? what made the Lord engage! 
« Could waters anger, ſeas incite, thy rage, 

That thus thine horſes force the foaming tide, 125 
And all the chariots of ſalvation ride? | 
Thy bow was bare for what thy mercy ſwore, 
Thoſe oaths, that promiſe, Iſrael had before. 

«© The rock that felt thee cleav'd, the rivers flow, 
The wond'ring deſert lends them beds below. 130 
Thy might the mountains' heaving ſhocks confeſt, 
„High- ſnhatter'd Horeb trembled o'er the reſt: 

* Great Jordan pals'd its nether waters by, 

Its upper waters rais'd the voice on high: 

* Safe in the deep we went, the liquid wall 135 
Curling aroſe, and had no leave to fall: 

The ſun effulgent, and the moon terene, 

* Stopp*d by thy will, their heav'nly courſe refrain: 
The voice was man's, yet both the voice obey, 
*Till wars completed cloſe the lengthen'd day. 140 
„Thy glitt'ring ſpears, thy rattling darts prevail, 
„Thy ſpears of lightning, and thy darts of hail. 
"Twas thou that march'd againſt the Heathea band, 
" Rage in thy viſage, and thy flail in hand 144 
*'Twas thou that went before to wound their head, 
The captain follow'd where the Saviour led: 

Torn from their earth they feel the deſp'rate wound, 
And pow'r unfounded fails for want of ground. 
„With village-war thy Tribes, where' er they go, 

* Diſtreſs the remnant of the ſcatter'd foe; 150 
Vet mad they ruſhd as whirling wind deſcends, 
And deem'd for friendleſs thoſe the Lord befriends. 
Thy trampling horſe from ſea to ſea ſubdue, 

The bounding ocean left no more to do. 
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And here I touch at love ſupremely fair, 
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O when I heard what thou vouchſaf *dſt to win 1; Who 


ce With works of wonder muſt be loſt for fin, And 
« I quak'd thro? fear, the voice foi ſook my tongue, Then 
&« Or at my lips with quiv'ring accent hung; Deſce 


6 Dry leanneſs ent'ring to my marrow came, 

«© And ev'ry loos' ning nerve unſtrung my frame. 16 

How ſhall I reſt, in what protecting ſhade, 

«© When the day comes, and hoſtile troops invade ? 
© Tho' neither bloſſoms on the fig appear, 

& Nor vines with cluſters deck the purpling year; 

& Tho? all our labours olive-trees belie, 16s 

© Tho fields the ſubſtance of the bread deny; 

«© Tho? flocks are ſever'd from the ſilent fold, 

&« And the rais'd ſtalls no lowing cattle hold, 

Vet ſhall my ſoul be glad, in God rejoice, 

& Yet to my Saviour will J lift my voice, 170 

“ Yet to my Saviour ſtill my temper ſings, 

What David let to inſtruments of ſtrings; 

«© The Lord's my ſtrength, like hinds he makes mz 

4 Yon? mount's my refuge, I as ſafely fleet, FT[ieet; 


„Or (it the ſong's apply'd) he makes me (till 175 Sex 
Expect returning to Moriah's hill.“ dee 7. 
In all this hymn what daring grandeur ſhines! O'er 
What darting glory rays among the lines! Than 


What mountains, earthquakes, clouds, and ſmokes 
are ſeen ! 

What ambicnt fires conceal the Lord within ! 180 

What working wonders give the promis'd place, 

And load the conduct of a ſtubborn race! 

In all the work a lively fancy flows, 

O'er all the work ſincere affection glows, 

While Truth's firm rein the courſe of Fancy guides, 

And o'er affect ion zeal divine preſides. 186 
Borne on the prophet's wings, methinks I fly 

Amongſt eternal attributes on high; 


And now at pow'r, anon at mercy there 
So like a warbling bird my tunes J raiſe 
On thoſe green boughs the Tree of Life diſplays, 
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Whoſe twelve fair fruits each month by turns receives, 
And for the nations healing ope their leaves ; 
Then be the nations heal'd, for this I ſing, 195 
Deſcending ſoftly from the prophet's wing. 

Thou, World! attend, the caſe of Iſrael ſee, 
'Twill thus at large refer to God and thee. 
If love be ſhewn thee, turn thine eyes above, 
And pay the duties relative to love; 200 
If pow'r be ſhewn, and wonder fully fo, 
Wonder, and thank, adore, and bow below; 
If pow*r that led thee now no longer lead, 
But brow-bent Juſtice draws the flaming blade; 
When love is ſcorn'd, when fin the {word proyokes, 
Let tears and pray*rs avert or heal the ſtrokes; 205 
If Juſtice leaves to wound, and thou to groan 
Beneath new lords in countries not thine own, 
Know this for Mercy's act, and let your lays, 
Grateful in all, recount the cauſe of praiſe ; 210 
Then love returns, and while no fins divide 
The firm alliance, pow'r will ſhield thy ſide. 

See the grand round of Providence's care, 
dee realms aſſiſted here, and puniſh'd there; 
0'er the juſt circle caſt thy wond'ring eyes, 
Thank while you gaze, and ſtudy to be wile. 216 
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MISCELLANIES. 


ESSAY ON THE DIFFERENT STYLES OF 
POETRY.* 
TO HENRY LORD VI35COUNT BOLINGBROKE, 


K ———— Yatibus addere calcar, 
«K Ut ſtudio majore petant Helicona virentem.”” 
Hor. Ep. II. 1. 
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HATE the vulgar with untuneful mind; 

Hearts uninſpir'd, and ſenſes unrefin'd. 
Hence, ye prophane! I raiſe the ſounding firing, 
And Bolingbroke deſcends to hear me ſing. 


® Allegory is in itſelf ſo retired away of Writing, that it was though 
proper to ſay ſomething beforehand concerning this Piece, which is en 
tirely framed upon it, The defign, therefore, is to ſhew the ſevera 
Styles which have been made uſe of by thoſe who have endeavoured 1 
write in verſe. The icheme, by which it 1s carried on, ſuppoſes an old 
Grecian Poet couching his obſervations or inſtructions within an Allegory 
which Allegory is wrought out upon the fingle word Flight, as in the 
figurative way it ſignifies a thought above the common level: here Wi 
is made to be Pegaſus, and the Poet his Rider, who flies by ſeveral coun 
tries where he mutt not touch, by which are meant ſo many vicious 
Styles, and arrives at laſt at the Sublime. This way of Writing 1s no 
only very engaging to the fancy, whenever it is well performed, but it 
has been thought alſo one of the fir that the Poets made uſe of. Hence 
aroſe many of thoſe ſtores concerning the Heathen Gods, which at br! 
were invented to infinuate Truth and Morality more pleaſingly, and 
which afterwards made Poetry itſelf more ſolemn, when they happened 
to be received into the Heathen Divinity. And indeed there ſeems to be 
no likelier way by which a Poetical Genius may yet appear as an Or 
yo than that he ſhou'd proceed with a full compais of thought and 

nowiedge, either to deſign his plan, or to beautify tae parts of 1t, i. 
an allegorical manner, We are much beholden to Antiquity for those 
excellent compoitions by which Writers at preſent torm their minds 
but it is not ſo much required of us to adhere merely to their fables, a 
to obſerve their manner. For, if we preclude our own invention, Poctr 
will conſi only in expreſſion, or fimile, or the application of old Rerics 
and the utmoſt character to which a Genius can arrive will depend ct 
imitation, or a borrowing from others, which we mutt agree togethet 
not to call ſtealing, becauſe we take only from the Ancients, There 
have been Poets amongk ourſelves, ſuch as Spenſer and Milton, wii 
have ſucceſsfully ventured further. "Theſe inftances may let us ſee tha 
Invention is not bounded by what has been done before: they may ope 
our imaginations, and be one method of preſerving us from Wrilun! 
without ſchemes. As for what relates any further particularly to thi 
Poem, the Reader will obſerve, that its aim is Inſtruction. Perhaps 
hy gay of ſevera! miſtakes and ditfculties, which happen to ma! 
who write Poetry, may deter ſome from attempting what they have fe 
heen made for: and perhaps the deſcription of ſeveral beauties belong iig 
to it may afford hints towards forming a Genius for delighting and im 
proving mankind. If either of theſe happen, the Poem is uſetul; 20 
don that account its faults may be the more eaſily excuſed. Parr! 


The 
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When Greece could truth in Myſtic Fable ſhroud, 5g 


And with delight inſtruct the liſtening crowd, 
An ancient Poet (Time has loſt his name) 
Deliver'd ſtrains on Verſe to future fame. 
Still, as he ſung, he touch'd the trembling lyre, 
And felt the notes a riſing warmth inſpire. 10 
Ye ſweetening Graces, in the Muſic throng, 
Aſſiſt my genius, and retrieve the ſong 
From dark oblivion. See, my genius goes 
To call it forth. *Twas thus the Poem roſe, 

-Wir is the Muſes horſe, and bears on high 15 
The daring rider to the Muſes? ſky ; 
Who, while his ſtrength to mount aloft he tries, 
By regions varying in their nature flies, 

At firſt, he riſeth o'er a land of toil, 
A barren, hard, and undeſerving ſoil, 20 
Where only weeds from heavy labour grow, 
Which yet the nation prune, and keep for ſhow; 
Where couplets jingling on their accent run, 
Whoſe Point of Epigram 1s ſunk to Pun; 
Where wings by fancy never feather'd fly, 25 
Where lines by meaſure form'd in Hatchets lie; 
Where Altars ſtand, erected Porches gape, 
And ſenſe is cramp'd while words are par'd to ſhape 
Where mean Acroſtics, labour'd in a frame 
On ſcatter'd letters, raiſe a painful ſcheme; 39 
And, by confinement in their work, controul 
The great enlargings of the boundleſs foul; 
Where it a warrior's elevated fire 
Would all the brightelt ſtrokes of verſe require, 
Then ſtraight in Anagram a wretched crew 35 
Will pay their undelerving praiſes too 
While on the rack his poor disjointed name 
Muſt tell its maſter's character to Fame. 
And (if my fire and fears aright preſage) 
The labouring writers of a future age 40 
Shall clear new ground, and grots and caves repair, 


To civilize the babbling echoes there. 
* Thele and the like conceits of putting Poems into ſeveral ſhapes by 
he different lergths of lines, are fre quent in old Poets of mos * 
OY arnell. 
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224 PARNELL'S POEMS. 
Then, while a lover treads a lonely walk, 
His voice ſhall with its own reflection talk, 
The cloſing ſounds of all the vain device 45 
Select by trouble frivolouſly nice, 

Reſound through verſe, and with a falſe pretence 
Support the dialogue, and paſs for ſenſe. 
Can thivgs like theſe to lafting praiſe pretend ? 
Can any Muſe the worthleſs toil befriend ? 80 
Ye ſacred Virgins, in my thoughts ador'd, 
Ah, be for ever in my lines deplor'd, 
If tricks on words acquire an endleſs name, 
And trifles merit in the court of Fame!“ 
At this the Poet ſtood concern'd a while, 85 
And view'd his obje ds with a ſcornful (mile : 
Then other images of different Kind, 
With different workings, enter'd on his mind; 
At whoſe approach he telt the former gone, 
And ſhiver'd in conceit, and thus went on: (o 
% By a cold region next the Rider goes, 
Where all lies cover'd in eternal ſnows; 
Where no bright Genius drives the chariot high, 
To glitter on the ground, and gild the (ky. 
Bleak level Realm, where Frigid Styles abound, 635 
Where never yet a daring thought was found, | 
But counted feet is Poetry defin'd ; 
And ſtarv'd conceits, that chill the reader's mind, 
A. little ſenſe in many words imply, 
And drag in loitering numbers ſlowly by. 70 
Here dry ſententious ſpeeches, halt aſleep, 
Prolong'd in lines, o'er many pages creep; 
Nor ever ſhew the paſſions well expreſs'd, 
Nor raiſe like paſſions in another's breaſt, 
Here flat narrations fair exploits debaſe, 75 
In meaſures void of every ſhining grace; 
Which never arm their hero for the field, 

Nor with prophetic ſtory paint the ſhield, 

Nor fix the creſt, nor make the feathers wave, 

Nor with their characters reward the brave; 89 
Undeck'd they ſtand, and unadorn'd with praiſe, 

And tail to profit while they fail to pleaſc, 
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Here forc'd Deſcription is ſo ſtrangely wrought, 
It never ſtamps its image on the thought; 
The lifeleſs trees may ſtand for ever bare, 85 
And rivers ſtop, for aught the readers care; 
They ſee no branches trembling in the woods, 
Nor hear the murmurs of increaſing floods, 
Which near the roots with ruffled waters flow, 
And ſhake the ſhadows of the boughs below. 90 
Ah, ſacred Verſe l replete with heavenly flame, 
Such cold endeavours would invade thy name! 
The writer fondly would in theſe ſurvive, 
Which, wanting ſpirit, never ſeem'd alive: 
But, if Applauſe or Fame attend his pen, 95 
Let breathleſs ſtatves paſs for breathing men.” 
Here ſee m'd the Singer touch'd at what he ſung, 
And grief a while delay'd his hand and tongue 
But ſoon he check'd his fingers, choſe a ſtrain, 
o And flouriſh'd ſhrill, and thus aroſe again: 100 
ce Paſs the next region which appears to ſhow ; 
'Tis very open, unimprov'd, and low ; 
No noble flights of elevated thought, 
No nervous itrength ot ſenſe maturely wrought, 
5 Poſſeſs this Realm; but common turns are there, 105 
Which idly ſportive move with childiſh air. 
On callow wings, and like a plague of flies, 
The little fancies in a Poem riſe, 
The jaded Reader every where to ſtrike, 
And move his paſſions every where alike. 110 
There all the graceful nymphs are forc'd to play 
Where any water bubbles in the way : 
There ſhaggy Satyrs are oblig*d to rove 
In all the fields, and over all the grove : 
There every ſtar is ſummon'd from its ſphere, 115 
To dreſs one face, and make Clorinda fair: 
There Cupids fling their darts in every ſong, 
While Nature ftands neglected all along: 
Till the teaz'd hearer, vex'd at laſt to find 
$0 One conſtant object ill aſſault the mind, 129 
Admires no more at what's no longer new, 
And haſtes to ſhun the perlecuting view. 
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There bright ſurprizes of Poetic rage 

(Whoſe ſtrength and beauty, more confirm'd in age 

For having laſted, laſt the longer ſtill) 125 

By weak attempts are imitated ill, 

Or carried on beyond their proper light, 

Or with refinement flouriſh'd out of fight, 

There Metaphors on Metaphors abound, 

And ſenſe by differing images confound: 130 

Strange injudicious management of thought, 

Not born to rage, nor into method brought. 

Ah, ſacred Muſe! from ſuch a Realm retreat, 

Nor idly waſte the influence of thy heat 

On ſhallow ſoils, where quick productions riſe, 135 

And wither as the warmth that rais'd them dies,” 
Here o'er his breaſt a ſort of pity roll'd, 

Which ſomething labouring in the mind controul'd, 

And made him touch the loud reſounding ſtrings, 

While thus with Mulic's ſtronger tones he ſings: 140 
„ Mount higher itill, ſtill keep thy faithful ſeat, 

Mind the firm reins, and curb thy courſer's heat; 

Nor let him touch the Realms that next appear, 

Whoſe hanging turrets ſeem a fall to fear; 

And ſtrangely ſtand along the tracts of air, 145 

Where thunder rolls, and bearded comets glare. 

The thoughts that moſt extravagantly ſoar, 

The words that ſound as if they meant to roar ; 

For rant and noiſe are offer*d here to choice, 

And ſtand eleQed by the public voice. 150 

All ſchemes are ſlighted which attempt to ſhine 

At once with ſtrange and probable deſign; 

*Tis here a mean conceit, a vulgar view, 

That bears the leaſt reſpect to ſeeming true; 

While every trifling turn of things is ſeen 155 

To move by Gods deſcending in machine. 

Here ſwelling lines with ſtalking ftrut proceed, 

And in the clouds terrific rumblings breed; 

Here ſingle heroes deal grim deaths around, | 

And armies periſh in tremendous ſound ; 160 

Here fearful monſters are preſerv'd to die, 

In ſuch a tumult as aifrights the ſky 
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For which the golden fun ſhall hide with dread, 
And Neptune lift his ſedgy-matted head, 
Admire the roar, and dive with dire d iſmay, 
And ſeek his deepeſt chambers in the ſea. 
To raiſe their ſubject thus the lines deviſe, 
And falſe extravagance would fain ſurprize 
Yet ſtill, ye Gods, ye live untouch'd by fear, 
> WAnd undiſturb'd at bellowing monſters here: 
But with compaſſion guard the brain of men, 
If thus they bellow through the Poct's pen: 
So will the Reader's eyes diſcern aright 
The raſheſt ſally from the nobleſt flight, 
And find that only boaſt and ſound agree 
To ſeem the life and voice of majeity, 
When Writers rampant on Apollo call, 
And bid him enter and pcfſeſs them all, 
And make his flames afford a wild pretence 
To keep them unreſtrain'd by common ſenſe, 
Ah, ſacred Verſe ! left Reaſon quit thy ſeat, 
Give none to ſuch, or give a gentler heat.” 

*T was here the Singer felt his temper wrought 
By fairer proſpects, which aroſe to thought; 
And in himſelf a while collected fat, 

And much admir'd at this, and much at that; 
Till all the beauteous forms in order ran, 
And then he took their track, and thus began: 

« Above the beauties, far above the ſhow 
co n which weak Nature dreſſes here below, 

dtands the great palace of the Bright and Fine, 

Where fair ideas in full glory ſhine 

Eternal models of exalted parts, 

The pride of minds, and conquerors of hearts. 
55 Upon the firit arrival here, are (cen 

Rang'd walks of bay, the Muſes' ever-green, 

Each ſweetly ſpringing from ſome ſacred bongh, 

Whoſe circling ſhade adorn'd a Poet's brow, 

While through the leaves, in unmoletled {k ies, 
60 The gentle breathing of applauſes flies, 


And flattering ſounds are heard within the breeze, 


Aud plealing murmur runs among the [YCES)S 
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228 PARNELL'S Pots 
And falls of water join the flattering ſounds, 
And murmur ſoſtening from the ſhore rebounds, 
The warbled melody, the lovely lights, 
The calms of ſolitude inſpire delights, 
The dazzled eyes, the raviſh'd ears, are caught, 
The panting heart unites to purer thought, 
And grateful ſhiverings wander o'er the ſkin, 
And wondrous ecſtacies ariſe within, 
Whence admiration overflows the mind, 
And leaves the pleaſure felt, but undefin'd. 
Stay, daring Rider, now no longer rove; 
Now pals to find the palace through the grove : 
Whate'er you ſee, whate'er you feel, diſplay 
The Realm you {ought tor; daring Rider, ſtay. 

Here various Fancy ſpreads a varied ſcene, 
And Judgment likes the hight, and looks ſerene, 
And can be pleas'd itſelf, and helps to pleaſe, 
And joins the work, and regulates the lays. 
Thus, on a plan defign'd by double care, 

The building riſes in the glittering air, 
With juſt agreement fram'd in every part, 
And ſmoothly poliſh'd with the niceſt art. 

Here laurel- boughs, which ancient heroes wore, 
Now not ſo fading as they prov'd before, 226 
Wreath round the pillars which the Poets rear, 
And ſlope their points to make a foliage there. 
Here chaplets, pull'd in gently-breathing wind, 
And wrought by lovers innocently kind, 

Hung o'er the porch, their fragrant odours give, 
And freſh in laſting ſong for ever live. 

The ſhades, for whom with ſuch indulgent care 
Fame wreaths the boughs, or hangs the chaplets there, 
To deathleis honours thus prelerv'd above, 235 
For ages conquer, or tor ages love. 

Here bold Deſcription paints the walls within, 
Her pencil touches, and the world is ſeen : 

The fields look beauteous in their flowery pride, 
The mountains rear aloft, the vales ſubſide 
The cities rile, the rivers ſeem to play, 


And hanging rocks repel the foaming ſea; 
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MISCELLANIES. 229 
The foaming ſeas their angry billows ſhow, 
Curl'd white above, and darkly roll'd below, 
Jos ceaſe their rage, and, as they calmly lie, 245 
Return the pleaſing pictures of the (ky ; 
The ſkies, extended in an open view, 
Appear a lofty diſtant arch of blue, 
In which Deſcription ſtains the painted bow, 
0 Wor thickens clouds, and feathers out the ſnow, 250 
Or mingles bluſhes in the morning ray, 
Or gilds the noon, or turns an evening gray. 
Here, on the pedeſtals of War and Peace, 
In different rows, and with a different grace, 
Fine Statues proudly ride, or nobly ſtand, 255 
To which Narration with a pointing hand 
Direfts the fight, and makes examples pleaſe 
by boldly venturing to dilate in praiſe; 
While choſen beauties lengthen out the ſong, 
Yet make her hearers never think it long. 2860 
Or if, with cloſer art, with ſprightly mien, 
ſcarce like herſelf, and more like Action teen, 
dne bids their facts in images ariſe, 
And ſeem to pals before the Reader's eyes, 
The words like charms inchanted motion give, 26g 
And all the Statues of the Palace live. 
Then hoſts embattled ſtretch their lines afar, 
Their leaders' ſpeeches animate the war, 
The trumpets ſound, the feather d arrows fly, | 
The ſword is drawn, the lance is toſs'd on high, 270 101 
The brave preſs on, the fainter forces yicld, N 
And death in different ſhapes detorms the field. Wl. 
Or, ſhould the ſhepherds be diſpos'd to play, 10 
Amintor's jolly pipe beguiles the day, | 
And jocund Echoes dally with the found, 275 [iN 
And Nymphs in meatures trip along the ground, [if 
And, ere the dews have wet the graſs below, | 
Turn homewards finging all the way they go. iy 
Here, as on circumſtance Narrations dwell, 
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49 And tell what moves, and hardly ſeem to tell, 280 
The toil of Heroes on the duſty plains, 
Ur on the green the merriment of Swains, 


230 PARNELL'S POEMS. | 
Reflection ſpeaks : then all the Forms that roſe 

In life's inchanted ſcene themſelves compoſe; 

Whilſt the grave voice, controlling all the ſpells, 28; 
With folemn uttCrance, thus the Moral tells: 
« So Public Worth its enemies deſtroys, 

Or Private Innocence itſeit enjoys.“ 

Here all the paſſions, for their greater ſway, 
In ail the power ct words them ſelves array; 290 
And hence the ſoft Pathetic gently charms, 
And hence the bolder fills the breaſt with arms, 
Sweet Love in numbers finds a world of darts, 
And with Defirings wounds the tender hearts, 
Fair Hope diſplays its pinions to the wind, 
And flutters in the lines, and lifts the mind. 
Briſk. Joy with tranſport fills the riſing ſtrain, 
Breaks in the notes, and bounds in every vein, 
Stern Courage, glittering in the ſparks of Ire, 
Inflames thoſe lays that ſet the breaſt on fire. 300 
Aver ſion learns to fly with lwitter will, 

In numbers taught to repreſent an ill. 

By frighitful accents Fear produces fears; 

By ſad ex preſſion Sorrow melts to tears : 

And dire Amazement and Deſpair are brought 303 
By words of Horror through the wilds of thought. 
*Tis thus tumultucus Paſſtons Icarn to roll; 

Thus, arm'd with Poetry, they win the ſoul. 

Paſs further through the Dome, another view 
Would now the pleatures of thy mind renew, 217 
Where oft Deſcription for the colours gocs, 
Which raiſe and animate its native ſhows ; 
Where oft Narration ſceks a florid giace 
To keep from ſinking ere *tis time to ceaſe z 
Where caiy turns Reflect ion looks to find, 316 
When Morals aim at dreis to pleaſe the mird; 
Where lively Figures are for uie array, 

And theſe an Action, thoſe a Patiion, aid. 

There modeſt Metaphors in order ft, 

With unaffected, unditgvißag Wit, 
That leave their own, ard ick another's place, 
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| MISCELLANIES: 231 
To deck a notion taintly ſeen before, 
And Truth preſerves her ſhape, and ſhines the more. 
By theſe the beauteous Similies refide, 325 
In look more open, in deſign ally'd, 
Who, fond of likeneſs, from another's face 
Bring every feature's correſponding grace, 
With near approaches in expreſſion flow, 
And take the turn their pattern loves to ſhowz 330 
22M As in a glaſs the ſhadows mect the fair, 
And crets and practiſe with reſembling air. 
Thus Truth by pleaſure doth her aim purſue, 
Looks bright, and fixes on the doubled vicw. 
There Repetitions one another meet, 335 
9 xpreſsly ſtrong, or languithingly ſweet, 
And raile the ſort of ſentiment they pleafſe, 
And urge the fort of ſentiment they raiſe. 
There cloſe in order are the Queſtions plac'd, 
Which march with art conceal'd in ſhows of hafte, 


OM And work the Reader till his mind be brought 344 
To make its anſwers in the Writer's thought, 
For thus the moving Paſſions ſeem to throng, 
Anil with their quickneſs force the foul along; 

10 And thus the ſoul grows fond they ſhould prevail, 345 


When every Queſtion ſeems a fair appeal 
And it by juſt degrees of ſtrength they ſoar, 
In ſteps as equal each affects the more. 
There ſtrange Commotion, naturally ſhown, 
Speaks on regardleſs that ſhe ſpeaks alone, 350 
1% Nor minds if they to whom ſhe talks be near, 
Nor cares if that to which ſhe talks can hear. 
The warmth of Anger dares an abſent Foce; 
The words of Pity ſpeak to tears of Woe ; 
The Love that hopes, on errands ſends the breeze; 
And Love deſpairing moans to naked trees. 356 
There ſtand the new Creations of the Mule, 
Poetic Perſons, whom the Writers uſe 
Wiene'er a cauſe magnificently great 
Would fix attention with peculiar weight. 360 
"Tis hence that humble Provinces are ſeen 
Transform'd to Matrons with neglected mien, 
Uz 
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Who call their Warriors in a mournful ſound, 
And ſhew their Crowns of Turrets on the ground, 
While over Urns reclining Rivers moan 363 
They ſhould enrich a nation not their own. 
*Tis hence the Virtues are no more confin'd 
To be but rules of reaſon in the mind; 
The heavenly Forms ſtart forth, appear to breathe, 
And in bright ſhapes converſe with men beneath; 370 
And, as a God in combat Valour leads, 
In council Prudence as a Goddeſs aids. 

There Exclamations all the voice employ 
In ſudden fluſhes of Concern or Joy: 
Then ſeem the ſluices, which the Paſſions bound, 375 
To burſt aſunder with a ſpeechleſs found ; 
And then with tumult and ſurprize they roll, 
And ſhew the cafe important in the ſoul. 

There riſing Sentences attempt to ſpeak, 
Which Wonder, Sorrow, Shame, or Anger, break ; 
But fo the Part directs to find the reſt, 381 
That what remains behind is more than gueſs'd. 
Thus fill'd with eaſe, yet left unfiniſh'd too, 
The ſenſe looks large within the Reader's view: 
He freely gathers all the Paſſion means, 385 
And artful ſilence more than words explains. 
Methinks a thouſand Graces more I lee, 
And I could dwell—but when would thought be free? 
Engaging Method ranges all the band, 
And ſmooth Tranſition joins them hand in hand: 390 
Around the muſic of my lays they throng, 
Ah, too deterving objects ot my ſong! 
Live, wondrous Palace, live ſecure of time, 
To Senſes Harmony, to Souls ſublime, 3 
And juſt Proportion all, and great Deſign, 395 
And lively Colours, and an Air divine. 

*Tis here that, guided by the Mules” fire, 
And fill'd with ſacred thought, her Friends retire, 
Unbent to care, and unconcern'd with noiſe, 
To taſte repoſe and elevated joys, 40 
Which in a deep untroubled leiſure meet, 
Serenely raviſhing, politely ſweet, 
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From hence the Charms that moſt engage they chooſe, 
And, as they pleaſe, the glittering objects uſe; 
While to their Genius, more than Art, they truſt, 
Yet Art acknowledges their labours juſt, 406 
From hence they look, from this exalted ſhow, 
To chooſe their ſubject in the world below, 
And where an Hero well deſerves a name, 
They confecrate his acts in ſong to Fame; 4.10 
Or, it a Science unadorn'd they find, 
They ſmooth its look to pleale and teach the mind; 
And where a Friendthip's generouſly ſtrong, 
They celebrate the knot of ſouls in ſong; 
Or, if the Verſes muſt inflame Deſire, 415 
The thoughts are melted, and the words on fire ; 
But, when the Temples deck'd with glory ſtand, 
And hymns of Gratitude the Gods demand, 
Their boſoms kindle with Celeftial Love, 
And then alone they calt their eyes above. 420 
Hail, ſacred Verſe! ye ſacred Mules, hail! 
Could I your pleaſures with your fire reveal, 
The world might then be taught to know you right, 
And court your rage, and envy my delight. 
But, whult I tollow where your pointed beams 425 
My courſe directing ſhoot in golden ſtreams, 
The bright appearance dazzles Fancy's eyes, 
And weary*d-out the fix'd Attention lies; 
Enough, my Verſes, have you work'd my breaft, 
I'll ſeek the ſacred Grove, and ſink to reſt.“ 430 
No longer now the raviſh'd Poet ſuug, 
His voice in eaſy cadence left the tongue; 
Nor o'er the muſic did his fingers fly, 
The ſounds ran tingling, and they feem'd to die. 
O, Bolingbroke! O Favourite of the ſkies, 435 
O born to gitts by which the nobleſt ric, 
Imprey'a in arts by which the brightelt pleaſe, 
Intent to bulneſs, and polite for cale 
Sublime in eloquence, where loud applauſe 
Hath ftil'd thee Patron of a nation's cauſe. 440 
Twas there the world perceiv'd and own'd thee greats 
Thence Anna call'd thee to the reins of State; 
U 3 


234 PARNELL'S POEMS, 
« Go, (ſaid the greateſt Queen,) with Oxford go, 
And ſtill the tumults of the world below; 
Exert thy powers, and proſper : he that knows 44; 
To move with Oxford, never ſhould repoſe.” 

She ſpake : the Patriot overſpread thy mind, 
And all thy days to public good reſign'd. 
Elſe might thy ſoul, ſo wonderfully wrought 
For every depth and turn of curious thought, 456 
To this the Poet's ſweet receſs retreat, 
And thence report the pleaſures of the ſeat, 
Deſcribe the raptures which a Writer knows 
When in his breaſt a vein of fancy glows, 
Deſcribe his buſineſs while he works the mine, 45g 
Deſcribe his temper when he ſees it ſhine, 
Or ſay, when Readers eaſy verſe inſnares, 
How much the Writer's mind can act on theirs : 
Whence images, in charming numbers ſet, 
A ſort of likeneſs in the ſoul beget, 469 
And what fair viſions oft we fancy nigh 
By fond deluſions of the ſwimming eye, 
Or further pierce through Nature's maze to find 
How paſſions drawn give paſlions to the mind. 

Oh, what a ſweet confuſion! what ſurprize! 465 
How quick the ſhifting views of pleaſure riſc ! 
While, lightly ſkimming, with a tranſient wing, 
I touch the beauties which JI wiſh to ſing. 
Is Verſe a ſovereign Regent of the ſoul, 
And fitted all its motions to controul ? 470 
Or are they ſiſters, tun'd at once above, 
And ſhake like uniſons if either move? 
For, when the numbers ſing an eager fight, 
I've heard a ſoldier's voice expreſs delight; 
I've ten his eyes with crowding ſpirits ſhine, 475 
And round his hilt his hand unthinking twine. 
When from the ſhore the fickle Trojan flies, 
And in ſweet meaſures poor Eliza dies, 
I've ſeen the book forſake the virgin's hand, 
And in her eyes the tears but hardly ſtand. 43s 
I've known her bluſh at ſoft Corinna's name, 
And in red characters confeſs a flame: 
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Or with ſucceſs had more adorn'd his arms, 


Who gave the world for Cleopatra's charms, 
Ye Sons of Glory, be my firſt appeal, 435 
If here the power of lines theſe lines reveal. 
When ſome great youth has with impetuous thought 
Read o'er atchievements which another wrought, 
And ſeen his courage and his honour go 
Through crowding nations in triumphant ſhow, 499 
His foul, enchanted by the words he reads, 
Shines all impregnated with ſparkling feeds; 
And courage here, and honour there, appears 
In brave deſign that ſoars beyond his years; 
And this a ſpear, and that a chariot lends, 495 
And war and triumph he by turns attends; 
Thus gallant pleaſures are his waking dream, 
Till ſome fair cauſe have call'd him forth to fame; 
Then, form'd to life on what the Poet made, 
And breathing ſlaughter, and in arms array'd, sco 
He marches forward on the daring foe, 
And emulation acts in every blow, 
Great Hector's ſhade in fancy ſtalks along, 
From rank to rank amongſt the martial throng ; 
While from his acts he learns a noble rage, 505 
And ſhines like Hector in the preſent age. 
Thus verſe will raiſe him to the victor's bays; 
And verſe, that rais'd him, ſhall reſound his praiſe. 
Ye tender Beauties, be my witneis too, 
If Song can charm, and if my Song be true. 510 
With ſweet experience oft a Fair may find 
Her paſſions mov'd by paſſions well deſign'd; 
And then ſhe longs to meet a gentle ſwain, 
Aud longs to love, and to be lov'd again. 
And if by chance an amorous youth appears, 515 
With pants and bluſhes ſhe the courtſhip hears; 
And finds a tale that mult with theirs agree, 
And he's Septimius, and his Acme“ ſhe: 
Thus loſt in thought her melted heart ſhe gives, 
And the rais'd Lover by the Port lives. 520 


# « With ſuch a huſband, ſuch a wife, 
: „With Acme and Septimius? lite,“ 
is the concluſion of Cowley's beautiful imitation of Catullug, 
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ON 


QUEEN ANNE's PEACE. 


Anno 1713, 


OTHER of Plenty, daughter of the Skies, 
Sect Peace, the troubled world's deſire, ariſes 

Around thy Poet weave thy ſummer ſhades, 
Within my fancy ſpread thy fiow'ry meads, 
Amor git thy train {oft Eaſe and Pleaſure bring, 9 
And thus indulgent ſooth me whila 1 ing! 

Great Anna claims the ſong; no briguter name 
Adorrs the lid of never-dying Fame; 
No fairer {oul was cver form'd woe, 
None e'er was more the gratctul nation's love, 16 
Nor !lov'd the nation more, I fly with ſpecd 
To fing ſuch lines as Bulingbroxe may read, 
On war Giipers'd, on tation trampled down, 
On all the peacetul glories of the crown 
Ard if I fail in too confin'd a flight, 15 
May the kind world vpon my labours write, 
© Sn fell the lines which trove for endlcis fame, 
« Yet fell attempting on the noblet theme.” 

Now twelve revo'ving years has Britain ſtoad, 

Vith loſs of weaith in4 vaſt en pence of blood, 20 
Europa's guardian; agi hor gallant arms 
Socur'd Europa from impend m harms. 

Fair honour, tull ſucceſs, and jat applauſe, 
Pur ſuꝰ'd ner marches and adorn'd her caule 

Vhilſt Gaul, aſpiring to ecect a throne 25 
Cer other empires, trembied lor her owng 
Lemoan'd her cities won, her armies flain, 

And ſunk the thought of uriveriti reign. 

When thus reduc'd the world's invaders lie, 
The fears which rack'd the nations juſly die: 2% 
Power finds its balance, gidly motions ccaſe 
In both tie ſcales, aud each inclines to peace. 
This fair cccaſion Providence prepares 
To anſwer pious Anna's hourly pray 'rs, 
Which ſtill on warm devotion's wings aroie, 35 
And, reaching heav'n, obtain'd the world's repoſe, 

Within the vat expanſion of the ſky, 
Where orbs of gold in fields of azure lie, 
A glorious palace inincs, whoſe filver ray 
Serene:y flowing lights the Milky Way, 4» 
The road of angels: here, with tpecdy care, 
The ſummon'd guardians of the world repairs 
When Britain's angel, on the meſſage ſen, 
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Speaks Anna's pray'rs, and Hean'n's ſupreme intent, 

TFaat War's deſtructi-c arm mould humble Gaul, 45 
Spain's paried realms to diff *rent monarchs fall, 

The grand alliance, crown'd with g'ory, ceaſe, 

Ard joy ful Europe finds the tweets of peace. 

He ſpoke; the imiling hopes of man's repoſe, 

1 he joy that ſpeings from certain hopes aroſe FA 
Diff ive ver the place; complacent airs 

Sedately ſweet were heard within the ſpheres; 
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And bowing, all adore the ſor reign mind, 
And fly to execute the work defi- nd. 
This done, the guardian on the wing repairs 
Where Anna fat gevolving public cares 
With deep corcern of thought: naſeea he food, 
Pretenting peaceful images of good 
On Fancy's airy ſtage; returning trade, 
A ſunk Exchequer fill'd, an army paid, 
The fields with men, the inen with plenty, blef, 
The towns with riches, and the world with ref, 
Such pleafirg ovjetts on her boſom play, 
And give tie dawn of plory*s golden day, 
When all her {abours at their harvett ſhown, 
Sha l in her ſubj=*is* joy complete her own. 
Then breaking ſilence, ** Tis enough,” ſhe cries, 
* That war his rag'd to make the nations wiſe: 
« Heav*n proſpers armies whilt they fight to ſave, 
„ And thirſt of further tame deſtroys the brave: 
© The vanquiſh'd Gauls are humbly pleas'd to live, 
„And but elcap'd the chains they meant to give. 
% Now let the pow'rs be iid, and cach pofſet 
„% Of what ſecures the common ſafety bet!“ 
So {pa':e the Qiizen, tuen, fl'd with warmth divine, 
She call'd her Oxford to the grand deſign; 
Her Oxford! prudent in affairs of fate, 
Profoundly thoughtful, manifeſtly great 
In ev'ry turn, whoſe Ready temper ſteers 
Above the reach of gold or thock of fears; 
Whom noblind chance, but merit underſtood 
By frequent trials, pow'r pf doing good, 
And Will to execute, advanc'd . 
O Soul created to deſerve the lk 
And make the nation, crown d with glory, fee 
How 'uch it rais'd itlelf by raifing thee ! 
Now let the ſchemes which labour in thy breaft, 
The long alliance crown with lating reſt; 
Weizh ail pretences with impartial laws, 
And fix the ſep'rate int'reſts of the cauſe. 
Theſe toils the graceful Bolingbroke attends, 
A genius faſhion'd for the greateſt ends, 
Whole ftrong perception takes the ſwifteft fight, 
And yet its twiftneſs ne'er obſcures its fight : 
When ſchemes are fix'd, and each aſſign'd a part, 
None ſerves his country with a nobler heart; 
Jus thoughts of honour all his mind controul, 
And expedition wings his lively ſoul. 
On ſuch a patriot to confer the truſt, 
The monarch knows it ſafe, as well as juſt. 
Then next proceeding in her azents* choice, 
And ever pleas'd that worth obtain the voice, 
She, from the lik of high-ditinguiſh'd fames, 
With pious Brigel gallant Strafford names; 
Oe form'd to ſtand a church's ficm ſupport, 
The other fitted to adorn a court; 
Both vers'd in bus'neſs, both of fine addreſs, 
By whica experience leads to great ſucceſs; 
And both to diftant lands the monarch ſends, 
And to their condud Euiope's peace commends. 
Now ſhips unmoor'd to waft their azents o'er 
Spread All their fail, and quit the fiying ſhore, 
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The foreign agenis reach th' appointed place, 
The Congreſs 3 and it will be peace. 
i 


Methinks the war, like ſtormy winter, flies 115 
When fairer months unveil the blueiſh ſKkics, 

A flow'ry world the ſweeteſt ſeaſon ſpreads, 

And doves with branches flutter round their heads. 

Half-peopled Gaul, whom num'rous is deftroy, 

With wiſhful heart attends tne promis'd joy. 128 
For this prepares the Duke---Ah! 4adly lain, 

"Tis wie to name him whom we mourn in vain: 

No warmth of verſe repairs the vita! flame, 

For verſe can only grant a liſe in fame; 

Yet could my praiſc, like {picy odours ſhed, 125 
In everlaſting ſong embalm the dead, 

To realms that weeping heard the loſs, Pd tell 

What courage, ſenſe, and faith, with Brandon fell. 

But Britain more than one tor glory breeds, 

And voli{h'd Talbot to tne charge tucceeds, 132 
Whoſe far projecting thotghts, inaturely clear, 

Like glaſſes draw their diſtant obj<As near. 

Good parts, by gentle breeding mich re fin'd, 

And ftores of lcarning, grace is atnp;e mind; 

A cantious virtues regulates his ways, 135 
And honour gilds them with a thouſand rays: 

To ſerve his nation, a! his Qu-en's command, 

He parts, commiſſion'd for the Gallic land: 

With pleaſure Gaul benoids him on her ſhores 

And Icarns to love a name the fear'd before. 145 

Once more aloft there meet for new debates 

The guardian angels of Eucopa's tates, 

And mutual cor cord thines in ev'ry face, 

And ev'ry boſom glows with hopes of peace, 

While Britain's iteps in one conſent hey praiſe, 145 
Then grave:y muurn their other realms? delays, 

Their doubtful cl:ims thro? ſeas of blood puriu'd, 

Their fears that Gallia fell but half ſubdu'd, 

And all the reas'nings which attempt to thow 

That war ſhould ravage in the world below. 159 
« Ah! fall'n eſtate of man! can age de iht, 

© Wounds pleaſe the touch, or ruin charm the fight! 
„Ambition make unlovely miſchief fair! 

Or ever pride be Providence s care! 

« When ſtern oppreſſors range the bloody field, 155 
« Tis juſt to conquer, and unſafe to yield: 

% There ſave the nations; but no more purſue, 

Nor in thy turn become opprefior too. 

„Our rebel angels for ambition fell, 

« And war in heav'n produc'd a fiend in hell.“ 163 
Thus, with a ſoft concern for man's repote, 

The tender guardians join to moan our woes, 

Then awful riſe, combin'd with all their might, 

Lo find what fury, *ſcap'd the den of Night, 

The pleaſing labours of their tore withſtands, 165 
And ſpreads a wild diftraftion o'er the lands; 

Their glirtVriny pinions ſound in yielding air, 

And watchful Providence approves the care. 

In Flandria's ſoil, where camps have mark'd the plain, 
The fiend, impetuous Diſcord, fix'd ber reign ; 170 
A tent her royal ſcat. With full reſort 
Stern ſhapes of horror throng'd her buſy court, 
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Blind Miſchief, Ambuſh, cloſe concealing Tre, 
Loud Threat'nings, Ruin, arm'd with ſword ard fire, 
Aſſaulting Fierc-neſs, Anger wanting breath, 
High redd'ning Rage, and various forms of death, 
Dire imps of darkneſs, whom with gore ſhe feeds, 
When war beyond its point of good proceeds, 
In Gallic armour, call'd, with alter'd name, 
Great love of Empire, to the field ſhe' came; 
Now, itil! ſupporting fend, ſhe ſtrives to hide 
Pencath that name, and only change the fnde;z 
But as the whitl'd the rapid wheels around, 
Where mangled limbs in heaps pollute the ground, 
(A ſullen, joyicſs ſport,) with ſearching eye 
The ſhining chiefs regard her as they fly ; 
Then hov'ring, dart their beams of heav'nly light; 
She farts, the fury ttands confeſs d to fight, 
And grieves to leave the ſoil, and yelis aloud; 
Her yclis are an{wer'd by the {able crowd, 
And all on bat-li-e wines (it Fame be true) 
From Chritian lands to Northern climates flew. 
But rifing murmurs from Britannia's ſhore 
With ſpeed recall her watchtul guazsdian o'er. 
He ſpreads his pinions, and, approaching near, 
Theſe hints in ſcatter'd words aflauit his eat; 
The people's power---the grand alliance croft--- 
«« The peace is ſep' rate Our religion's loit,” 
Led by the blatant voice along the ſkies, 
He comes where Fact on over cities fites; 
A talxing hend, whom fnaky locks diſgrace, 
And num'rous mouths deform her duſky face, 
Whence hes are utter'd, whiſper ſoftly ſounds, 
Sly doubts amaze, or innuendo wounds: 
Within her arms are hcaps of pamphlets ſcen, 
And theie bl-tpheme the Saviour, thote the Deen; 
Aftociate vices: thus with tongue and hand 
She ſhed her venom o'er the troubled land. 
Now vex'd that Difcord, and the banetul train 
That tends on'Diicord, fied the neighb'ring plain, 
She rag'd to madneis when the guardian came, 
And downwards drove her with a ſword of flame; 
A mountain gaping to th» nether hell 
Receiv'd the fury, railing as the fell; 
The mountain cloſing o'er the fury lies, 
And tops her paiſuge where ſhe means to riſe; 
And when {he ſtrives, or ſhifts her fide for eatey 
All Britain rocks amidft her circling ſeas. 
Now Peace returning aiter tedious woes, 
Reftores the cumtorts of à calm repoſe : 
Then bid the warriors ſheath their ſanguin'd arms, 
Bid angry trumpets ceate to found alas ing, 
Gurs leave ro thunder in the tortur'd air, 
Red treaming colours turt around the ipear, 
And each contending realm no longer jar, 
But, pleas'd with rec, untarneis al the war. 
She comes, the bleſſine comes! where'er the moves 
New ſpringing beauty all the land improves : 
More incays of tranrant tiow rs the fie.ds adoring 
More ſwebt the birds {alute the roſy morn 
More lively erccn relielnes all the leaves, 


Ad in the brscæe the corn more tnhickly Mass. 
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She comes, the bleſſing comes in eaſy ftate, 
And forms of brightnets all around her wait: 
Here ſmiling Safety, with her boſom bare, 235 
Securely walks, and cheerful Plenty there; 
Here wondrous Sciences with cagles' fizht, 
There liberal Arts, which ma e (nc world polite; 
And opening Traffic, joining hand in hand 
With honet Induttry, approach tic land. 249 

O welcome, long defir'd, and lately found! 
Here fix thy icat upon the Britith ground; 
Thy thining train around the nation fend, 
While by degrees the loading taxes end: 
While caution calm, yet Mill prepar'd tor arms, 245 
And foreign treaties, guard from foreign harms 
Wriile equal Jutice, hearing ev'ry cauie, 
Makes ev'ry ſubject join to ove the laws. 

Where Britain's patriots in council meet, 
Let pub ic ſafety rct at Anna's feet; 
Let Oxtard's ichemes ihe path to plenty ſhow, 
And thro” the realin increaſing plenty go: 
Let arts and ſciences in glory riſe, 
And, pleas'd the world has leiſure to be wiſe, 
Around their Oxford and their St. John ſtand, 255 
Like plants that flouriſh by the matter's hand; 
And (ate in hope the ſons of Learning wait 
Where Learning's ſelf has fix'd her fair retreat: 
Let Traffic, cherith'd by the ſenate's care, 
On all the ſeas employ the waſting air; 268 
And I: dufry, uit) circulating wing, 
Thro' all the land thc goods of Traffic bring. 
The bleſſings fo diſpos d will long abide, 
Since Annareigns, and Ilarley's thoughts preſide 
Great Ormond's arms the tword of caution wield, 265 
And hold Britannia's broad-projecting ihield; 
Bright Bolingbroke and worthy Dar month treat 
By tair ditpatch with ev'ry foreign tate; 
And Harcourt's knowledge, equitably ſhown, 
Makes Juftice call his firm decrees her own, 
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279 
Thus all that peets fancied heav'n of old 
May for the nation's preicnt emblem hold: 
There Jove imperial ſway'd, Minerva wiſe, 
And Phoebus eloquent, adorn'd the ſkies; 
On arts Cyllenius fix'd his full delight, 75 


Mars rein'd tte war, and Themis judg'd the right: 

Ali mortals once beneficently great, 

(As Fame reports,) and rais'd in cav'nly tate 

Yet ſharing labours, fill they ſhunn'd repoſe, 

To thed the bleſſings down by which they roſe. 233 
Iluttrious Queen! how Heav'n hath heard thy pray'rs! 

What ſtores of happineſs attend thy cares! 

A church in ſafety fi d, a fate in ret, 

A faithful miniſtry, a people ble, 

And kings ſubmiſſive at thy foovi* 00! thrown, 235 

That others? rights rettore, or bes their own. 

Now rais'd with thankful mind, ard rolling low, 

In grard proceſſion to the temple go, : 

By ſnow-white horſes drawn; while founding Fame 

Proclaims thy coming, praiſe exalts thy name; 

Fair Honour dreſt in roves adorns thy ſtate, 

And oa thy Hain mne crowded nations wait, 
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Who, preſſing, view with what a temper'd grace 
The looks of majeſty compole thy face, 
And mingling ſweetneſs ſhines ; or how thy dreſs, 295 
And how tay pomp an inward joy conteſs; 
Then fill'd with plc aſures to thy glory due, 
With ſhouts, the Gratiot moving on, purſue. 
As when the phœnix from Arabia flown 
(If any phoenix were like Anna known) 300 
His ſpice at Puœbus ſhrine prepar'd to lay, 
Where'er their monarch cut his airy way, 
The gath'ring birds around the wonder flew, 
And much admir'd his map „ and much his hue, 
The tuft of gold that vlow'd above his head, 305 
His ſpacious train with golden feathets ſpread, 
His gilded boſum ſpeck'd ith purple pride, 
And both his wings in gloſſy purple dy'd; 
He till purſues his way, Wich wond'ring eyes 
The birds attend, and follow where he flies. 310 
Thrice happy Britons! if at laſt you kaow 
"Tis leſs to conquer than to want a foe 
That triumphs aͤnl are made for war's decreaſe, 
When men by conqueſt riſe to views of peace; 
That over toils for peace in view we run, 316 
Which gain'd, the world is pl-as'd, and war is done. 
Fam'd Blenheim's field, Ramillies' noble ſeat, 
Blarzgni's deſp'rate act of gallant heat, 
Or wondrous Winendale, are war purſu'd 
By wounds and deaths thro' piains with blood imbru'd 32S 
But good deſign to make the world be ſtill, 
With human grace adorns the needful ill. 
This end obtain'd, we cloſe the ſcenes of rage, 
And gentler glories deck the rifing age. 
Such gent'er glories, 1:ic:, reviving, days, J25 
The nation's wiſhes, and the ſtatefman's praiſe, 
Now pleas'd to ſhine, in golden order throng, 
Demand our anna's, and enrich our ſong. 
Then go where Albion's cliffs approach the [kies, 
(The fame of Albion ſo deſcrvas to rife,) 330 
And decpengrav'e for time, til time thall ceaſe, 
Upon the Nunes their fair inicription place: 
Iber:a rent, the pow'r of Gallia broke, 
Batavia reicu'd trom th. threat'ned yoke, 
The royal Auttrian rais'd, his realms retor'd, 335 
Great-B:itain arm'd, triumptant, and ador d, 
Its gate enlarg'd, its peace rettor'd again, 
Are bleflings all adorning Anna's rein. 33s 


BACCHUS: OR, THE DRUNKEN METAMORPHOSIS, 
AS Bacchus, ranging at hi: leiſure, 
(lo Bacchus, king of pleaſure,) 

Charm'd the wide world with drink and dances, 
And ail his thouſand aicy fancies, 
Alas! he quite iorgot the while 5 
His fav'rite vines in Leſbos' Ille. 

The god returning ere they dy 'd, 
% Ah! fee, my joi'y Fawns,” he ciy'd, 
& The leaves but hardly born are ted, 
« And the bare arms tor pity ſpread, 10 
« The beaſts afford a rich manure; 
% Fly, my boys, to bring m cure, 
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« Up the mountains, o'er the vales, 
« Thro” the woods, and down the dales; 
« For this, if full the cluſter grow, 
« Your bowls ſhall doubly overflow.“ 

So cheer'd, with more officious haſte 
They bring the dung of every bean; 

The loads they wheel, the roots they bear, 
They lay the rich manure with carc, 
While oft? he calls to labour hard, 

And names as oft' the red reward. 

The plants refreſh'd, new leaves appear, 
The thick'ning cluſters load the year, 
The ſeaſon ſwiftly —— grew, 

The grapes hung dangling, deep with blue. 

A vineyard ripe, a day ference 
Now call them all to work again; 

The Fawns thro' ev'ry furrow ſhoot 

To load the flaikets with the fruit; 

And now the vintage early trod, 

The wines invite me jolly god, 
Strow the r01cs, raite the ſong, 

See the maſter comes along! 

Luity Revel join'd with Laughter, 

Whim and Frolic follow atier ; 

The Fawns aſide the vats remain, 

To ſhew the work and reap the gain, 

All around, and all around, 

They fit to riot on the ground: 

A veſſel ſtands amidſt the ring, 

And here they laugh, and there they ſing, 

Or rite a jolly, jolly band, 

And dance about it hand in hand, 

Dance about and ſhout amain, 

Then fat to laugh and ſing again; 

Thus they drink, and thus they play 

Toe ſun and all their wits away. 

But as an ancient author ſung, 

The vine manur d with ev*'ry dung 
From ev'ry creature, ſtrangely drew 

A tang of brutal nature tov: 

"Twas hence in drinking on the lawns, 
New turns of humour ſciz'd the Fawns. 

Here one was crying out, By Jove! 
Another, Fight me in the grove; 

This wounds a friend, and that the trecsz 

The lion's tceinper reign'd in thrice. 
Another grins and leaps about, 

And kecps a merry world of rout, 

And talks impertinently frec, 

And twenty talk the ſame as he; 

Chatt'ring, idle, airy, kind, 

Tneie ta..e the monkey's turn of mind. 

Here one, Wo jaw the Ny mphs that tood 
To pep upon them from the wood, 
8::niks off to try if any maid 
Re lag ging late beneath the ſhade, 
While 1ov12 diſcourte another raiſes 
In naked Nature's plaineft phraſes, 

And ev'ry glaſs he drinks enjoys 
Wich change of nonſenſe, lun, al d noiſe; 
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Mad and careleſs, hot and vain, 
Such as thele the Goat retain. 
Another drinks and caſts it up, 
And drinks, and wants another cup, 
Is very tient and ſedate, 
Ever long aid ever late; 
Full of meats and full of wine, 
This takes his temper from the ſwine. 
There ſome, who hardly ſeem to breathe, 
Drink and hang the jaw bencath; 
Gaping, tender, apt tu weep, 
Their nature's altcr'd by the ſheep. 
"Twas thus one autumn all the crew, 
(If what the poets ſay be true,) 
While Bacchus made the merry feaſt, 
Inciin'd to one or other bat; 
And fince, 'tis ſaid, for many a mile 
He ſpread the vines of Leſbos' Iſle. 


ELVYSIUM. 


N airy fields, the fields of bliis below, 

Where woods of myrtle, tet by Maro, grow, 
Where graſs beneath, and hade diffus'd above, 
Retreih the fevers of ditrafted love; 

There at a ſoleinn tide the beauties, ſlain 
By tender paſſion, act their fates again; 
Thio' gloomy light, that juſt betrays the grove, 
In orgies all diſconſolately rove; 
They range the reeds, and o'er the poppies ſweepy 
That nodding bend beneath their load of fleep, 
By lakes ſubſiding with a gentle face, 
And rivers gliding with a hlient pace; 
Where kings and ſwains, by ancient authors ſung, 
Now chang'd to flow'rets, o'er the margin hung; 
The ſelf-admirer, white Narciſſus, fo | 
Fades at the brink, his picture fades below: 
In bells of azure Hyacinth aroſe, 
In crimſon painted young Adonis glows, 
The fragrant crocus thone with golden flame, 
And leaves ialcrib'd with Ajax' haughty name. 
A ſad reme morance brings their lives to view, 
And with their paſſion makes their tears renew, 
Unwinds the years, and lays the former icene, 
Where after death they live for deaths again, 

Loft by the glories of her lover's ſtate, 
Deluded Semele bewails her fate, 
And runs, and ſeems to burn; the flames ariſe, 
And fan with idle fury as the flies. 

The lovely Cænis, whoſe trarisforming thape 
Secur'd her honour from a ſecond rape, 


Now moans the firſt, with ruffled dreſs appears, 


Feels her whole ſex return, and bathes with tears. 
The jealons Procris wipes a ſeemins wound, 
Whoſe trickling crimſon dyes the buthy ground 
Knows the {ad thaft, and calls before the go, 
To kits the fav'rite hand that gave the blow. 
Where ocean feigns a rage, the Settian fair 
Holde a dim taper trom a tœw'r of air; 
A noiſeleſs wind aſſaults the wav'ring light, 
The beauty tumbling mingles with the night, 
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PARNELL's POEMS. 
Where curling ſhades ior rough Leucate roſe, 
With love diftraQted tuneful Sappho goes, 
Sings to mock clifts a melancho.y lay, 
And with a lover's cap affrights the fea. 
The ſad Erypliie retreats to moan, 


4 
What wrought ner hutband's death, and caus'd her own a 


Surveys the glitt'ring vei, the bribe of Fate, 
And rears the thadow, but ſhe tears too late. 

In thin defign and airy picture fleet 
The tales that ftain the royal hoſe of Crete: 
To court a lovely bull Paſiphe fies, 

The ſnowy phantom feeds before her eyes, 

Loft Ariadne raves; the threa! the bore 

Trails on unwindin as ſhe walks the ſhore; 
And Phedra, deſp'ra e, ſeeks the lonely groves, 
To read her guilty ietter while the roves: 

Red ſhame confournds the fhrit, the ſecond wears 
A itarry crown, the third a halter bears. 

Fair Laodamia mourns he nuptial night, 

Of love defrauded by the thirk of fight; 

Yet for another as de five cries, 

And dauntleſs ſ-es her Heros ghoſt ariſe, 

Here Tuiſbe, Cinace, and Dido, and, 

All arm'd wit ſwords, a fair, but angry band: 
This ſword a lover own'd; a father gave 
The next; a ſtranger chanc'd the lad to leave. 

And there e'en ſhe, the goddeſs of the grove, 
Join'd with the phantom-fairs, affects to rove; 
As once for Latmos ſhe torfook the plain, 

To ſteal the kiſſes of a flumb' ing ſwain; 
Around her head a ſtarry fillet tines, 
And at the front a ſilver creſcent thines, 

Theſe, and a thouſand and a thouſand more, 
With ſacred rage recal the pangs they bore, 
Strike the deep dart afreſh, and aſk relief, 

Or ſooth the wound with ſoft ning words of grief, 
At ſuch a ide nheedful Love invades 

The daik receſſes of the madding ſhades; 
Thro' long deſcent he fans the fogs around, 
His purple feathers as he flies refound: 

The nimble beaatics, crowdi:g all to gaze, 
Perceive the common troubler of their caſe ; 
Tho' dulling miſts and dubious day deftroy 
The fine appearance of the fluit'ring boy, 
Tho' all the pomp that glitters at his fide 
The golden belt, the claſp and quiver, hide, 
And tho” the torch appear a gleam of white, 
That faintly ſpots and moves in hazy night, 
Yet ſtill they know the god, the gen'ral foe, 
And threat'ning lift their airy hands below, 

From hence they lead him where a myrtle ood, 
The ſadde& myrtle in the mournful wood, 
Devote to vex the gods; twas here before 
Hell's awful empreſs ſoft Adonis bore, 

When the young hunter ſcorn'd her graver air, 
And only Venus warm'd his ſhadow there. 

Fix'd to the trunk the tender boy they bind, 
They cord his feet beneath, his hands behind; 
He mourns, but vainly mourns, his angry fate, 
For beauty, ſtill relentleſs, acts in hate, 
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MISCELLANIES, 
Tho! no offence be done, no judge be nigh, 
Love muſt be guilty by the common cry; 
For all are plicas'd, by partial paſſion led, 
To ſhift their follies on another's head. 

Now ſharp reproaches ring the:r thrill alarms, 
And al! the h reines brandith ali their arms, 
And ev'ry heroine makes it her decree 
That Cupid ſuffer Juſt the tame as the. 

To fix the deſp'rate halter one aſſay'd, 

One ſe=ks to wound him with an empty blade; 
Some h-adlony hang the nodding rocks of air, 
They fall in fancy, and he feels detpair; 
Some toſs the hollow teas around his head 
(The ſeas that want a wave afford a dread) 

Or ſhake the torch; the ſparkling fury flies, 
And flames that never burn'd affict his eyes. 

The mournful Myrrha burſts her rended womb, 
And drowns his viſage in a moiſt nerfume ; 
While others, ſeeming mild, advite to wound 
With hum'rous pains, by ly Deriſion found, 
That prickling bodkins teach the blood to flow, 
From whence the roſes firſt bogen to glow, 

Or in their flames to 19< the boy prepare, 
That ali ihould chooſe by wanton fancy where, 

The lovely Venus, wit. a bleeding breaft, 

She too ſecurely thro? the circle preſt, 

Forgot the parent, urg'd his haſty fate, 

And ſpurr'd the female rage beyond debate: 
O'er all her ſcenes of f-ailty ſwiftly runs, 
Abſolves herieif, and inakes the crime her ſon's; 
That, claip'd in chains, with Mars ſhe chanc'd to lie, 
A noted fable of the la ghing Iky ; 

That from nher leve's iniemp'rate heat began 
Sicanian Eryx, born a ſavage man, 

The looſe Priapus, and the monſter wight 

In whom the ſexes ſhainctally unite. 

Nor words {utfice the goddeſs of the fair, 

She ſnaps the roſy wrcath that binds her hair, 
Then on the god, who fear'd a fiercer woe, 
Her hands unpitying dealt the frequent blow; 
rom all his tender {kin a purple dew 

The dreadful fcourges of the chaplet drew, 
From whence the roſe, by Cupid ting'd before, 
Now, doubly tinging, flames with luſtre more. 

Here ends their Wrathz the parent icems ſevere, 

The ſtrokes unfit for little Love to bear; 

To ſave their foe the melting bzauties fly, 

And, « Crue! Mother! ſpare thy child,” they cry. 
Jo Love's account they plac'd their death of late, 
And now transier the tad account to Fate: 

The mother picas'd, beheld the ſtorm aſſuage, 
Thans'd ihe calm'd mourners, and diſm:{s'd her rage. 

Thus Fancy, once in duiky thade expreft, 
ith empty terrors work'd the time of reſt, 
Where wreiched Love c':dur'd a worid of woe 
For all a winter's length of night below; 

Then ſoar d, as ſlecp diſſolv'd, unchain'd away, 
And thro” the port of iv'ry reach'd the day. 

As mindlcſs of their rage, he ſlowly ſails 

On pinions cumber'd in the miſty valcs, 
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PARNELL's POEMS. 
(Ah, fool to light!) the 1 more obey, 
Nor was this region ever his to iway : 

Caſt in a deep'ned ring they cloſe the plain, 
And ſeize the god reluQant all in vain. 


THE JUDGMENT OF PARIS. 


WY HERE waving pines the brows of Ida ſhade, 
The ſwain, young Paris, half ſupinely laid, 
Saw the looſe flocks thro? ſhrubs unnumber*'d rove, 
And piping call'd them to the »1added grove: 
Tas there he met the meſſage of the ſkies, 
That he, the judge of * deal the prize. 

The meſſage known, one Love with anxious mind, 
To make his mother guard the time aſſign'd, : 
Drew forth her proud white ſwans, and trac'd the pair 
That wheel her chariot in the purple air: 

A golden bow behind his ſhoulder bends, 

A golden quiver at his fide depends; 
Pointing to theſe he nods with fearleſs ſtate, 
And bids her ſafely meet the grand debate. 
Another love proceeds with anxious care, 
To make his iv'ry ſleek the ſhining hair, 
Moves the looſe curls, and bids the forchead ſhow, 
In full expanſion, al: its native ſnow. 

A third enclaſps the many-colour'd ceſt, 
And, rul'd by Fancy, ſets the filver vet, 
When to her ſons, with intermingled ſighs, 
The goddels of the roſy lips applies. 

«Tis now, my darling Boys! a time to ſhow 
© The love you feel, the filial aids you owe; 
„Vet would we think that any dar'd to ſtrive 
% For charms, when Venus and her Love's alive? 
« Or, ſhonld the prize of beauty be deny'd, 

% Has beauty's Empreſs aught to boaſt beſide? 

4% And ting'd with poiſon, pleafing while it harms, 
„ My darts I truſted to your infant arms; 

„If, when your hands have arch'd the golden bow, 
The world's great Ruler bending owns the blow, 
« Let no contending form invade my due, 

„Tall Juno's mien, nor Pallas' eyes of blue; 
„But, zrac'd with triumph, to the Paphian ſhore 
« Your Venus bears the palms of conqueſt o'er, 
„And Joyful ſee my hundred altars there 

„With coſtly gums perfume the wanton air.” 

While thus the Cupids hear the Cyprian dame, 
The grove reſounded where a goddeſs came; 

The warlike Pallas march'd with mighty ſtride, 
Her ield forgot, her helmet laid aſide; 

Her hair unbound, in curls and order flow'd, 
And peace, or ſomething like, her viſage ſhow'd; 
So with her eyes ſerene, and hopeful hate, 

The long ftretch'd alleys of the wood ſhe trac'd; 
But where the woods a ſecond entrance found, 
With ſceptred pomp and golden glory crown'd; 
The ately Juno ſtalk'd to reach the ſeat, 

And hear the fentence in the laſt debate; 

And long, ſeverely long, reſent the grove, 

In this what boots it ſhe's the wife of Jove? 

Arm'd with a grace at length, ſecure to win, 
The lovely Venus ſmiling enters in; 
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MISCELLANIES. 
All ſweet and ſhining near the youth ſhe drew, 
Her roſy neck ambroſial odours threw; 
The ſacred ſcents diffus'd among the leaves, 
Ran down the woods, and fill'd their hoary caves; 
The charms, ſo am'rous all, and each ſo preat, 
The conquer'd Judge no longer keeps his feat; 
Oppreſs'd with light, he drops his weary'd eyes, 
And fears he ſhould be thought to doubt the prize. 


ON THE DEATH OF MR. VINER. 


$ Viner dead? and ſhall each Muſe become 
Silent as Death, and as his muſic dumb? 

Shall he depart without a Poet's praiſe, 
Who oft' to harmony has tun'd their lays ? 
Shall he who knew the elegance of ſound, 
Find no one voice to fing him to tae ground? 
Muſic and Poetry are fiter-arts, 
Shew a like genius, and conſenting hearts: 
My ſoul with his is — ally'd, 
And 1 am forc'd to ſpeak, fince Viner dy'd. 


Oh, that my Muſe, as orce his notes, could ſwell! 


That I might a'l his praiſes fully tell; 
That I might lay with how much ſkill he ms 
How nimbly four extended ſtrings furvey'd ; 
How bow and fingers, with a novle trite, 
Did raiſe the vocal fiddle into life; 
How various ſounds, in various order rang'd, 
10 unobſerv'd deo rees r chang'd, 
Through a vad ſpace could in diviſions run, 
Be all diinct. yet all agree in one: 
And how the fleeter notes could ſwiftly paſs, 
And ſkip alternately from place to place; 
The ftrings could with a ſudden impulſe bound, 
Speak every touch, and tremble into ſound, 
The liquid harmony, a tuneful tide, 
Now ſeem'd to rage, anon would gently glide, 
By turns would ebb and fiow, would rile of fall, 
Be loudly daring, or be ſoftly imall: 
While all was blended in one common name, 
Wave puſh'd on wave, and all compos'd a ſtream. 
The different tones melodioufly combin'd, 
- Temper'd with art, in ſweet contuſion join'd; 
The loft, the ſtrong, the clear, the ſhrill, the deep, 
Would ſometimes ſoar aloft, and ſometimes creep; 
While every ſoul upon his motions hung, 
As though it were in tuneful concert rung, 
His touch did ſtrike the fibres of the heart, 
And a like trembling ſecretly impart; 
Where various paſſions did by turns ſucceed, 
He made it checrful, and he made it bleed; 
Could wind it up into a glowing fire, 
Then ſhift the ſcenc, and teach it to expire, 
Oft have I ſcen him, on a public tage, 
Alone the gaping multitude engage ; 
The eyes and ears of each ſpectator draw, 


Command their thoughts, ad give their paſſion law; 


While other muſic, in oblivion drown'd, 

Seem'd a dead pulſe, or a neg lefted ſound, 
Alas! he's gone, our great Apollo's dead, 

And al; that's ſweet ell tuneful with him fled; 
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Hibernia, with one univerſal cry, \ 
Laments the loſs, and ſpeaks his elegy. 
Farewell thou author of refin'd delight, 
Too little known, too ſoon remoy'd from fight z 
Thoſe fingers, which ſuch pleaſure did convey, 
Muſt now become to ſtupid worms a prey: 
Thy grateful fiddle will for ever ſtand 
A fear mourner for its maſter's hand: 
Thy art is only to be match'd above, 
Where Muſic reigns, and in that Muſic Love; 
Where thou wilt in the happy chorus join, 
And quickly thy melodious ſou! refine 
To the exalted pitch of Harmony Divine, 


A RIDDLE, 


LJPON a bed of humble clay, 

In all her garments looſe, 
A proftitute my mother lay 
To ev'ry comer's uſe; 


Till one gallant, in heat of love, 
His own peculiar made her, 

And to a region far above, 

And ſofter beds, convey'd her. 


But in his abſence, to his place 

His rougher rival came, 

And with a cold conttrain'd embrace 
Begat me on the dame. 


I then appear'd to public vicu 
A creature wondrous bright, 
But ſhortly periſhable too, 
Inconſtant, nice, and light. 


On feathers not together fait 

I wildly few about, 

And trom my father's country pad 
To find my mother's out; 


Where her gallant, of her beguil'd, 
With me enamour'd grew; 

And I, that was my mother's child, 
Brought forth my mother too. 


ON MRS. A. F. LEAVING LONDON, 


FROM Town fair Arabella flies, 

Tie beaux unpowder'd grieve, 
"The rivers play before her eyes, 
The breezes ſoftly breathing riſe, 
The ſpring begins to live. 


Her lovers ſwore they muſt expire, 
Yet quickly find their eaſe, | 
For as {he goes their flames retire 
Love thrives before a nearer fire, 
Eſteem by ditant rays. 


Yet ſoon the fair one will return 
When ſummer quits the plain; 

Ye Rivers! pour the weeping urn, 
Ye Breezes! fadly ügzhing, mourn, 
Se Lovers! burn again, 
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Tis conftancy enough in love 
That Nature's fairly ſhown, 
To ſearch for more will fruitleſs prove; 
Romances and the turtle dove 
'The virtue boaſt alone. 


ON THE B- -P OF $----- 
Who had like to have been burnt in his Study. 


FROM that dire era, bane of $-----'s pride, 

Which lo his ſchemes, and laid his friends aſide, 
He talks and writes that Pop'ry will return, 
And he, and we, and all his works, muſt burn. 

What touch'd himſelf was almoſt fairly grov'd, 

(Oh! tar from Britain be the ret remov'd! 
For as of late he meant to bleſs the age 
With flagrant prefaces of party rage, 
O'erwrought with paſſion, and the ſubject's weight, 
Lolling he nodded in his elbow feat; 
Down fell the candle, greate and zeal conſpire, 
Heat meets with heat, and painph:cts burn their fare. 
Here crawis a preface on its half burnt maggots, 
And there an introduction brings its faggots 
Then roars the prophet of the Northern nation, 15 
Scorch'd by a flaming ſpeech on moderation. 
Unwarn'd by this, go on the realm to fri; ht, 
Thou Briton! vaunting on thy ſecond fight; 
In ſuch a miniftry you iafely tell 
How much you'd ſuffer if religion fell. 


EPIGRAM. 


<« Haud facile emergunt, quorum virtutibus obſtat 
te Res anguita domi----"" 
THE greateſt vifts that Nature does beſtow, 
Can't unaſſited to perfection grow: 
A ſcanty fortune clips the wings of Fame, 
And checks the progreſs of a rifing name: 
Each daftard virtue drags a captive's chain, 5 
And moves but ſlowly, for it moves with pain: 
Domeftic cares fit hard upon the mind, 
And cramp thoſe thoughts which ſhould be unconfin'd: 
The cries of Poverty alarm the foul, 
Abate its vigour, its deſigns cantroul : 
The ings of Want inflict the wounds of Death, 
And motion always ceaſcs with the breath. 
The love of friends is found a languid fire, 
That glares but faintly, and will toon expire; 
Weak is its force, nor can its warmth be great, 15 
A feeble light begets a feeble heat. 
Wealth is the fuel that muſt feed the flame, 
It dies in rags, and ſcarce deſerves a name. 


ON THE CASTLE OF DUBLIN, 1715. 


T His houſe and inhabitants both well agree, 
And reſemble each other as near as can bez 
One half is decay'd, and in want of a prop, 
The other new-built, but not finiſh'd at top. 4 
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LOVE IN DISGUISE, 


TJ © Lie paſſion is no eaſy thing; 
A heart in love is always on the wing; 
The bold betrayer flutters ſtill, 
And fans the breath prepared to tell : 
It melts the tongue, and tunes the throat, 5 
And moves the 1ips to form the note; 
And when the ſpeech is loſt, 
It then ſends out its ghoſt, 
A little figh, 
To ſay we die. 10 
"Tis ſtrange the air that cools, a flame ſhould prove; 
But wonder not, it is the air of love. 


Yet, Chloris, I can make my love look well, 
And cover bleeding wounds I can't conceal z 
My words ſuch artful accents break, 15 
You think I rather adt than ſpeak : 
My fighs, enliven'd through a ſmile, 
Your unſuſpecting thoughts beguilez 
My eyes are vary'd ſo, 
You can't their wiſhes know: 20 
And I'm ſo gay, 
You think 1 play. 
Happy contrivance ! ſuch as can't be priz'd, 
To live in love, and yet to live diſguis'd! 24 


CHLORIS APPEARING IN A LOOKING-GLASS, 


OFT have I ſeen a piece of art, | 
Of light and ſhade the mixture fine, 


Speak all the paſſions of the heart, 
And ſhew true life in ev'ry line. 


But what is this before my eyes, : 
With every feature, every 22 

That ſtrikes with love and with ſurprize, 
And gives me all the vital face? 


It is not Chloris: for, behold, 

The ſhifting phantom comes and goesz 12 
And when 'tis here, tis $0 and cold, 

Nor any female ſoftneſs knows. 


But *tis her image, for 1 feel 
The very pains that Chloris gives; 

Her charms are there, 1 know them well, 15 
I ſee what in my boſom lives. | 


Oh, could I but the picture ſave! 

Tis drawn by her own matchleſs ſkill; 
Nature the lively colours gave, 

And ihe need only look to kill, 


Ah! fair-one, will it not ſuffice, 
That I ſhould once your victim lie; 
Unleſs you multiply your eyes, 
And ſtrive to make me doubly die? 


MISCELLANIES, 251 


o A LADY WITH FOUL BREATH. 


ART thou alive! It cannot be, 

There's ſo much rottenneſs in thee; 

Corruption only is in death; 

And what's more putrid than thy breath ? 

Think not you live becauſe you ſpeak, 5 
For graves ſuch hollow ſounds can make; | 
And reſpiration can't ſuffice, _ 

For vapours do from caverns riſe: 

From thee ſuch noiſome ſtenches come, 

Thy mouth betrays thy breaſt a tomb. | 10 
Thy body is a corpſe that goes, 

By magic rais'd ſrom its repoſe; 

A peſtilence, that walks by day, 

But falls at night to worms and clays 

But I will ro my Chloris run, 68 
Wo will not let me be undone: _ 

The ſweets her virgin-breath contains 

Are fitted to remove my painsz 

There will I healing nectar fip, 

And, to be ſav'd, approach her lip; 2. 
Though, if I touch the matchleſs dame, 

I'm ſure to burn with inward flame. 

Thus, when I would one danger ſhun, 

I'm ſtraight upon another thrown: 

l ſeek a cure, one ſore to caſe, 25 
Yet in that cure's a new diſeaſe: 

But Love, though fatal, fill can bleſs, 

And greater — hide the leſs; 

I'll go where paſſion bids me fly, 

And chooſe my death, fince I mutt die; 7. 
As Doves, purſu'd by birds of prey, 

Venture with milder man to ſtay, 


ON THE NUMBER THREE, 


REAUTY reſts not in one fix'd place, 
But ſeems to reign in every face; 
"Tis nothing ſure but fancy then, 
In various forms, bewitching men; 
Or is its ſhape and colour fram'd, [+ 
Proportion juſt, and Woman nam'd? 
If Fancy only rul'd in Love, 
Why thould it then io ſtrongly move? 
Or why ſhould all that look agree, 
To own its mighty power in Three? 10 
In Three it ſhews a different face, 
Each thining with peculiar grace, 
Kindred a native likeneſs gives 
Which pleaſes, as in all it lives; 
And, where the tcatures diſagtec, 17 
We praiſe the dear variety. | 
Then Beauty ſurely ne'er was yet 
ze much unkke itſelf, and fo complete, 
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